| 246780600 I9LI € 


rdp MVN 


OiNOwO1 JO At ISHAAIN| 


The Wh orld’s Classics 


CCLIV 
THE THREE DERVISHES 
AND OTHER 
PERSIAN TALES AND LEGENDS 


——— e 


Bocel 
THE THREE DERVISHES 


And other Persian Tales 


and Legends 


For the most part translated from hitherto 
unpublished Bodleian MSS. 


BY 


REUBEN LEVY, ‘M.A. 


Lecturer in Persian in the University of Oxford 


S E 
va E 
she 
L ae 


HUMPHREY MILFORD 
OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 
LONDON EDINBURGH GLASGOW COPENHAGEN 
NEW YORK TORONTO MELBOURNE CAPE TOWN 
BOMBAY CALCUTTA MADRAS SHANGHAI 


These newly translated stories from the Persian were first 
published in ‘The World’s Classics’ in 1923. 


PRINTED IN ENGLAND 
AT THE OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 
BY FREDERICK HALL 


INTRODUCTION 


THE question was once debated in an Eastern 
mess-room why it was, that when a scrap of con- 
versation between ordinary stay-at-home Orientals 
was overheard, it generally had reference to money. 
The conclusion reached was that the Oriental— 
like mankind generally—prefers best to discuss 
those things in life which he most often desires. 
Tales of treasure, gained easily by accident or 
stratagem, therefore form a great part of the 
repertory of the Persian story-teller. The pictures 
which he paints for his audience are not those of the 
opportunities and the freedom which wealth can 
bestow, but of the actual, concrete, and visible 
delights of tanks full of gold coin, rich carpets, 
great palaces, and so forth. With love it is the 
same. The mainspring of many stories is love, 
but the hero generally sets out in search of the 
heroine because he has heard that she is endowed 
with all the attributes of physical beauty—and 
there may be more than one heroine to the story. 

The various examples that follow of the Persian 
story-tellers’ art are of a kind made familiar by the 
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‘ Arabian Nights’. Few of them have that skilful 
tying, and subsequent unravelling, of a ‘knot’, 
which characterizes a good novel. They are rather 
romances, in which the hero, after passing through 
many dangers by the way, at last reaches his goal, 
and lives happily ever after. It has been pointed 
out that the element of poetic justice is often 
lacking in these stories. But when love or treasure 
is the motive, it is not to the Persian narrator’s 
purpose to be in the least degree edifying. He 
gains his applause by lavish descriptions of the 
beauty of his princess—descriptions all familiar 
to his audience, for they are of a regular stereo- 
typed pattern—or by using his imagination to the 
utmost to picture great masses of precious stones 
and metal—which must be easily negotiable— 
discovered in appropriate surroundings. When his 
purpose is to edify, he sets about his task in due 
form, so that his story becomes a religious homily. 

The Story of Zuhak is an exception to the other 
stories in this collection. It is taken from the 
Shah-nama, the ‘Epic of Kings’, a corpus of 
Iranian legend composed in verse by the poet 
Firdawsi, in the eleventh century of our era, for 
Mahmud of Ghazna. This monarch, who was 
amongst the greatest of the conquerors of India, 
rewarded the poet very shabbily for his work ; 
and the story goes that Firdawsi, being in a public 
bath when the Emperor’s messenger arrived, 
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handed over the gift which he brought to a passing 
vendor of beer. 

The ‘Generosity of Hatim Tai’ is one of a 
number of tales describing the adventures of that 
Arabian hero, who is the pattern of the generous 
man, and whose noble qualities have been made the 
subject of innumerable stories. The remaining 
tales in the volume are newly, and for the first time, 
translated from various manuscripts in the Bod- 
leian Library. The majority are taken from collec- 
tions of short tales of varied authorship, collected 
by different hands and brought to England by such 
travellers and officials as Sir William Ouseley and 
his brother, Sir Gore Ouseley, the ambassador to 
Persia. Occasionally, however, the stories have 
been included in some other work of more serious 
content. That entitled ‘ The Treasure of Mansur ’, 
for example, was inscribed in the margins of 
a valuable work on Mongol history. 

The ‘ Story of Khurshidshah and the Princess of 
China’ is an incident taken from an enormous 
twelfth-century novel—the earliest Persian work 
of the kind—which contains, in three large quarto 
volumes, an account of the innumerable adventures 
of one Samak the Brigand. With that exception 
the tales are all of a length which a story- 
teller could narrate at a sitting, though in the 
originals they are somewhat longer than in the 
translations, which omit tedious repetitions and 
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other portions that are suited more to the taste of 
the diwan-khana of an Oriental prince than to an 
Occidental drawing-room. 

Like nearly all Persian literature, the tales owe 
their origin to wandering litterateurs who invented 
characters and incidents to provide amusement 
for some patron, and who doubtless were rewarded 
according to the amount of entertainment they had 
given. The fact, however, that certain themes occur 
in numerous recensions shows they have grown 
from some piece of folk-lore, current for genera- 
tions in Persia. Just as the epic in verse arose 
from the hero-legends of ancient Iran, so romances 
had their origin in legends which can be traced, 
some to traditions of Arab knighthood, others 
to Jewish or Muslim sources, and yet others to 
imitations of famous love-stories, such as that of 
Joseph and Zulavkha. The supernatural world 
too is laid under contribution, both in its higher 
aspect of divine intervention, and the lower one 
of peris and divs, fairies and demons, and of wizards 
and witches. 

The free and familiar employment of the extra- 
mundane as an element in what often pretends to 
be plain narrative of fact should occasion no 
surprise. The people for whom these stories were 
meant had an acquaintance with the topographical 
details of Paradise and Gehinnom; and blessings, 


curses, and the evil eye all had a real, substantive 
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existence for them. Moreover, according to them, 
the stars in their courses might fight with you or 
against you. Against this background it is possible 
to see how the narrator of such tales as these, 
probably telling them in a dimly-lit chamber after 
the setting of the sun, worked upon the emotions 
of his audience. If they do not have the same 
effect to-day, the stories are at least interesting 
as illustrating one side of the Persian taste in 
prose. 
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THE THREE DERVISHES 


It is related that in time past, in the kingdom 
of Khurasan, there lived a monarch, just and 
perfect, generous and pure of soul. Men called 
him Ashraf the Just. It was his custom to 
ride upon horseback every three days round the 
bazaars and streets of his capital, with a few 
attendants, in order to ascertain if his officers truly 
presented before him all cases of hardship suffered 
by his less fortunate subjects. Therefore he often 
visited the poorer quarters, to learn for himself the 
circumstances of the poor and needy. 

One day, as he took his ride, he observed, in 
a corner of the money-changers’ bazaar, three 
dervishes sitting in a group; and overheard each 
reciting a verse. The first declaimed : 


Once more to gaze upon my love do I desire, 
The hope to see again doth many men inspire. 


The second dervish continued : 


What thou dost, do by thyself, 
Whether good or ill it be; 

None can do to please thy soul 
What thine own hand doth for thee. 


The third recited : 


Whoever doeth good, doth into Tigris throw it, 
And in the wastes again doth God on him bestow it. 


Ashraf, on hearing this, thought to himself that 
the dervishes must be men of learning and under- 
standing who had seen the world; and he desired 
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to converse with them, in order to discover 
their true history. Therefore, calling one of his 
attendants, he commanded him to summon the 
three dervishes to his court; while he himself 
returned to the palace. The attendant approached 
the dervishes and said: < Ye pious dervishes, and 
ye that sit in conclave, ye whose countenance is 
-an adornment, the king hath summoned you; 
arise, and let us go to him.’ In much perturbation 
they asked why the king required them, and de- 
bated on the reasons for it, until the servitor told 
them it would be discourtesy to hesitate longer. 
Whereupon they rose and went to the king’s court, 
and paid due honour to him as they entered. 

The king welcomed them honourably, and 
ordered food and drink to be brought. Then, 
when they were seated, he told them that he had 
seen them at the roadside and had overheard their 
recital of verses, of each of which he desired to 
know the occasion. He added that when they had 
concluded their narrative he would himself relate 
a history. The first dervish thereupon began as 
follows : 


THE STORY OF THE FIRST DERVISH 


Your Majesty, you must know that I am of 
the town of Nishapur, the son of Master Sa’id the 
jeweller, and I am called Hafiz Jalil. In my youth, 
Heaven endowed me with a handsome countenance 
and a sweet voice, which delighted all that heard 
it. Whenever I went out of doors a thousand 
persons would gather round, standing in amaze- 
ment at my beauty; until finally, from the impor- 
tunities of my admirers, my father no more allowed 
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me to leave the house. But he was at last per- 
suaded to let me remain upon the roof and delight 
men by my singing. One night, as I sang, I beheld 
in the sky a white bird which alighted on the roof. 
It was of the form of a falcon, but of the size of 
a camel, and upon it were inscribed many figures 
and signs. While I sang, the bird cried, shook its 
head, and remained in ecstasy. Every night it 
came, and when I had finished singing, it flew 
away and disappeared. One night I thought to 
myself that I would capture the bird and keep it 
prisoner. I pretended therefore to act as usual, 
but suddenly I leapt forward and seized it by both 
feet. The bird, however, sprang off the roof, and 
flew with me high into the air. 

When day broke I looked below me, and beheld 
a scene as though the universe were covered with 
water, in the midst of which the world floated like 
a flat cake of bread in a pond. I feared greatly 
at the sight, and prayed to Heaven to incline the 
bird down from the zenith and to set me down in 
my own country. When I had finished my prayer, 
the bird swooped downwards, and when I looked 
again, I beheld a deserted spot in which was 
a garden, and in the midst of it a palace. The 
bird flew towards this and, as it approached, I 
unloosed my grip and cast myself on to the roof. 
For a time I lay there stunned and senseless. Then 
I arose, thanking God for my deliverance, and 
descended into the palace. I beheld a chamber 
of unsurpassable beauty, in which stood a throne 
of red gold covered with trappings of like magnifi- 
cence. In front of it was spread a great feast, with 
jewel-studded goblets and vessels of plucked tulips. 
But no one sat at the feast. For some little while 
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I wandered in the palace, and though within it 
I saw apartments full of gold and jewels, and out- 
side were kitchens and store-chambers filled with 
food and drink, yet I saw not a single person. 

Opposite the door of the palace was a raised 
couch, and a lofty portico, in which was a fountain 
full of water. In the midst of this was sunk a 
column, and crouching upon it was the figure of 
a lion. From its ears and eyes water poured forth 
into the fountain. The water was clear as liquid 
crystal, and for a time I remained there, washing 
my hands and face. Then I walked about the 
garden, beholding flowers and fruits of every kind, 
but all fresh and luscious. Some of this fruit I ate, 
then again returned to the fountain, where J sat 
wondering whither the people of the house had 
departed. I waited until evening, and then I 
beheld a flock of pigeons which alighted on the 
roof, and there rested. One by one the birds flew 
down, drank a little water, and then flew into the 
palace. I imagined that their nests were there ; 
when, after a little while, to my amazement, 
I heard the sounds of music and singing from 
within the palace. As I sat listening, I beheld 
a perl emerging from it, whose like for beauty 
I had never seen. She called out to me that the 
queen desired to see me, and I approached ; 
thinking how beautiful the queen must be, if this 
was but a subject. 

How can I describe the bewitching beauty of the 
company which I beheld on entering? I was 
marvelling which of them could be the queen, when 
a voice fell upon my ear saying: ‘ Why do you 
stand amazed, Hafiz? Turn and speak with me.’ 
I turned: aloft on the throne was a bewitching 
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maiden, the delight of whose form filled me with 
love for her, so that the bird of my soul flew out 
from the cage of my body. She again invited me to 
approach and speak with her, and for long I con- 
versed, and recited to her many exquisite poems. 
This I continued until dawn ; then, one by one the 
company disappeared from the chamber. Think- 
ing that they had gone out to the fountain, I 
approached it, but no one was in sight, and all day 
I roamed, filled with longing, through the palace 
and gardens; but the object of my search was 
nowhere to be found. 

As night fell, however, I again beheld the flock 
of pigeons upon the roof, and, as before, they flew 
into the palace, from which there soon issued the 
soundof music and song. On hearing this I entered, 
and was greeted by the sight which I had before 
beheld. Long I sang and sighed to her upon the 
throne, but she permitted no approach, and as day 
broke she again disappeared. 

For many days this continued; until at last, 
made desperate by my love, I stepped upon the 
throne and kissed her hand. Thereupon, crying 
out at my presumption, she dealt me a blow which 
flung me senseless from the throne, and I found 
myself once more upon the roof of my father’s 
house, whither my father’s servants gathered at 
my cry. Since then I have never again beheld 
the peri, and that is why I repeat : 

Once more to gaze upon my love do I desire, 

The hope to see again doth many men inspire. 


The king was pleased at this tale of marvels, and 
turned to the second dervish for his story. He 
began : 
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THE STORY OF THE SECOND DERVISH 


O king, while water and earth remain, do thou 
prolong thy rule! Be it known to you that I am 
an inhabitant of Balkh, and my name is Khalil. 
My father was a merchant of great wealth, whose 
treasures were numberless, but he had no son but 
me. Many arts and sciences I learnt, and since 
I was handsome of form and figure, my father 
loved me greatly. 

When I arrived at the age of fifteen years, my 
father designed to take me with him upon a journey, 
so that I might learn the art of buying and selling. 
We therefore prepared our caravan and set out for 
China, where we arrived in a city at an appointed 
time. There we alighted at a caravanserai, and 
busied ourselves with buying and selling. 

One morning, when I had been awake for some 
time and had prepared myself for prayer, I found 
that my father had not yet risen. I called out to 
him therefore to ask whether he still slept or was 
awake. He replied that he was awake, but that such 
weakness had overcome him that he could not 
rise. I at once summoned a physician, whose 
treatment however was of no avail, for a few days 
later my father died, having warned me to return 
home to my mother and sisters. After an appro- 
priate time of mourning I set out for my native 
land with a caravan destined for Turkistan. 

We had been one month on the way from China, 
when a band of robbers fell upon us, stole all that 
we had, and slew all who were with the caravan. 
Me too they wounded and left for dead; but 
when they departed I was able to rise, and, with 
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tottering steps, naked and hungry, I turned my 
face again towards China. 

When, after many days’ journeying, I arrived 
in the town where my father’s tomb lay, as soon 
as possible I made my way to it and poured forth 
my woes there. As Ilay weeping, I fell asleep, and 
in a dream I beheld my father, who asked me why 
I had not obeyed his dying behest and returned 
home. I was about to reply when a hand touched 
my face, and I opened my eyes. I beheld an old 
man, a Turanian, dressed in a white robe and 
seated upon a camel. In attendance on him was 
a slave, who held the piece of wood in the camel’s 
nose wherewith itis led. I greeted the old man, and 
he replied to my greeting, and asked whose tomb 
that was whereon I lay. I told him it was my 
father’s, and at his invitation told him my history, 
with many tears. At sight of my weeping, he bade 
me not to grieve, but to rise and accompany him. 
Accordingly I arose, took his stirrup, and was helped 
by him into the saddle. We rode on until we came 
to the old man’s abode. There I beheld a house 
of great splendour, and knew then that he was 
a rich merchant. When we entered, he bade me 
be seated, and ordered food and wine to be set 
before me. He told me further not to grieve. 
‘Henceforth ’, said he, ‘I will be your father. I 
have riches and property in abundance; and it 
shall all be thine. He commanded rich and 
luxurious garments to be brought to me, which 
I donned after bathing. When I emerged from the 
house, I beheld a fine horse waiting for me; and 
thus in every respect I was treated as if I were the 
old man’s son. 

For two months I lived at ease, until one day as 
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I lay upon a couch reciting, the master having 
departed upon a short errand, some one quietly 
entered, and I felt myself held in a passionate 
embrace. To my amazement, I saw that it was 
the young wife of the master of the house. When 
I asked what she did, she cried out that she had 
loved me deeply from the moment that I had come 
into the house, that she had a poison wherewith to 
slay her husband, and that afterwards she and 
I could live happily together. In horror I repelled 
the thought, reminding her what treachery and 
base ingratitude it would be to slay the man whose 
salt I had eaten. Again she pleaded with me, and 
at last, when I refused to agree to her plan, she 
exclaimed in fury that Ishouldregret it. I fled from 
the house in horror, while she went into another 
chamber and arranged with her step-daughter 
that as soon as the old man arrived, the girl 
was to appear, torn and dishevelled. The wife 
would then explain that I had attacked the maiden, 
and also that in the struggle which followed, I had 
injured them both. The old man would then slay 
me in anger. 

It fell out as she had arranged. When the 
merchant returned home, he beheld his wife and 
daughter bleeding, and with their clothes rent, and 
he was naturally enraged against me. He sent 
a message to a brick-kiln which he owned near the 
city, telling his workmen there to throw into the 
kiln the first person who came; his intention being 
to dispatch me there on a pretended errand, and so 
have me consumed in the furnace. 

When I returned home, knowing nothing of this 
plot, the old man asked me to go to the kiln and see 
that his workmen made greater haste with their 


STORY OF THE SECOND DERVISH 9 


task, for he had need of bricks. I went as I was 
bid; but it happened that before the brick-kiln 
was reached there was a fine garden, belonging to 
a youth with whom I had some acquaintance. As 
I passed the gate, I heard the sounds of music; and 
my friend, seeing me on the way, invited me to 
enter and join in the merriment. I intended but 
to enter and see what there was, and then to con- 
tinue my errand; but I was so agreeably enter- 
tained that I remained for some time. 

Meantime, the wife, either in triumph or remorse, 
put on her veil and came hastily to the brick-kiln 
to see what had occurred. In accordance with the 
instructions which had been given them, the work- 
men seized her, and threw her into the kiln, where 
she was consumed. 

Now, when the master heard that his wife had 
gone out, telling no one whither she went, he 
understood that the matter concerned me, and at 
once came with all haste to the brick-kiln. But 
he was too late. When he arrived, his servants told 
him that his wife had come there, and that, as he 
had bid them, they had seized and burnt her in 
the kiln. In a dazed manner he returned home and 
I met him on the way. On approaching, I told him 
what had occurred and why I had gone into my 
friend’s garden, and asked his forgiveness. He, 
however, gave me no reply. Iasked him, therefore, 
why he was so distraught, and the only answer he 
made to this was: ‘God isin Heaven’. At this I 
suspected the matter of his wife, and told him what 
had occurred. He laughed at my story and said : 
‘ My wife did not tell it thus; she had a different 
history.’ I begged him to call his daughter and the 
slave-girls who were in the house to give their 
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testimony. Before entering the house he bade me 
remain behind, and I therefore halted at the door 
when he entered. 

The old man then summoned his daughter and 
bade her tell him truly what had occurred. She 
replied: ‘ I have never seen this youth, but I know 
that from the day he came my mother’s behaviour 
changed. She sighed and wept constantly when he 
sang. Then, to-day, when you had left the house, 
she clad herself in costly garments and entered 
the chamber where the youth was. Ina little while 
she came forth with a tooth broken and tore my 
dress, telling me to say nothing at all when she 
told her story except: ‘‘It is true”. Also she 
threatened, that if I did differently she would not 
leave me alive. I agreed therefore; and soon 
afterwards you entered. I do not know what you 
said to her, but she came back soon, weeping. 
Like one distracted she donned her veil and left 
the house, I know not whither; nor has she yet 
returned.’ 

When the maiden had completed her story, the 
old man came to me and begged forgiveness of me 
for his suspicion concerning me. Then he took me 
into the house, and, sending for a qazi, he be- 
trothed his daughter to me. A few days after the 
wedding the old man told me what had occurred 
to his wife, and how she had been consumed in the 
fire. He concluded: ‘ My son, he that does evil 
will be overtaken by his own evil.’ 

My wife bore me several sons, and, when her 
father died, we lived happily for some time on his 
riches. Then my wife died, and in my grief at 
separation from her I became a qalandar, and 
wandered abroad in the wilds, where these two 
other dervishes became my companions. 
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I have now therefore explained why I recite 
the verse : 
What thou dost, do by thyself, 
Whether good or ill it be; 
None can do to please thy soul 
What thine own hand doth for thee. 


The king was much pleased with this narration, 
and turned to the third dervish for his story. He 
began : 


THE STORY OF THE THIRD DERVISH 


Your Majesty, I am the son of Alamshah, 
ruler of Merv Shahjahan, and my name is Afzal. 
I was reared in great splendour, and grew to be 
a handsome youth. When I was fifteen years old, 
my father began to seek a bride for me, and every- 
where made inquiries for a maiden suited to my 
station and talents. One day news came that 
a caravan had arrived from Qandahar. My father 
thereupon sent for the caravan-leader, and asked 
him whether the king of Qandahar had a daughter. 
He replied: ‘I have heard that the king of Qan- 
dahar has a daughter of surpassing beauty. She 
was once betrothed to the prince of Turkistan, 
but he died the morning after his betrothal. I saw 
his coffin as it was on the way back to Turkistan. 
She has been betrothed numerous times since then, 
but each time her betrothed has died after holding 
converse with her.’ 

I was filled with wonder at this story, and set 
my heart upon seeing the maiden. Day by day 
my desire grew, but since I knew that my father 
would forbid me to ask her hand in marriage, 
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I decided at last that I would go without his 
knowledge. One night, therefore, I took gold and 
jewels from his treasury and set out on horseback 
for Qandahar. For ten days I travelled, until at 
last I reached a green meadow, where I dismounted 
and let my horse graze. I myself shota bird, and sat 
down on the side of a pool to cook and eat it. As 
I washed the flesh in the pool,a great number of 
fishes collected and eagerly nibbled at it. I per- 
ceived that they were very hungry, and so I cut 
up the meat into small pieces and threw it into the 
water. While doing so, I observed one big fish 
which came quite close to the edge. I plunged in 
my arm and brought him out of the water on to the 
bank, where he struggled in agony. Being there- 
on seized with pity for him, I threw him back into 
the water ; then made my meal, and fell asleep. In 
a few moments I was aroused by a touch on my face, 
and I awoke to see a handsome old man, lithe and 
active in appearance, standing before me, with his 
cloak tied at the waist, a bow over his arm and 
a bundle of arrows at his side. He carried a sword, 
and on his feet were well-fitting shoes. In the 
wallet which was open at his waist. I perceived 
several cakes of bread, and two roasted fowls. 
These he cut up, sprinkled salt over them, and 
began his meal, calling out to me: ‘ Welcome, 
young man, let us dine first and then ask each 
other’s history.’ We therefore set to and ate until 
we were satisfied ; and then the man asked me who 
I was, and whence I came, and upon what errand 
I was going. I told him all, and he in return told 
me that he was a wanderer in the desert, and that 
he had left his abode in order to see what he could 
find to take back with him to his wife and children. 
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His name, he told me, was Awazu’l Hayat, which 
being interpreted means ‘ The Substitute for Life ’. 
I asked him whether he travelled in pursuit of 
some skilled occupation, or whether he came on 
a hunting expedition. He replied: ‘I am skilled 
in every craft in the world, and all trades prosper 
in my hand.’ Thereupon I asked him to join with 
me in our travels. He answered that he would do 
so willingly; but on one consideration, namely, 
that we were to share equally everything that came 
into our hands. I agreed, and he desired me to 
write him a document to that effect. I told him 
that I had neither pen, nor paper, nor ink, and at 
once he produced them and put them into my 
hand. In the document I wrote as follows: ‘ Let 
God, the Prophet, and the angels be aware that 
everything which comes into our hands shall be 
divided into two portions.’ Then I sealed it and 
handed it to him. 

Putting the document in his bosom, Awazu’l 
Hayat went away and brought me my horse, which 
I mounted. He remarked that the object of our 
search lay a long journey in front of us, and that 
the greater the speed we made the better it would 
be for us. When I mounted, he walked by my 
side. After a little way I invited him to take my 
horse, but he replied that he was accustomed to 
travelling afoot, and bade me drive my horse 
faster. But though I lashed my horse to its 
greatest speed I could not overtake the man, 
who remained running in front. 

After several days’ march, we arrived at Qan- 
dahar, alighted at a caravanserai, and took a 
chamber init. I gave my companion some money 
wherewith to buy carpets, utensils, and arms. Then 
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he looked to my horse, doing to it all that was 
necessary after the long journey. On the fourth 
day after our arrival, we presented ourselves at the 
king’s court, and paid our compliments to him. 
The nobles and courtiers after due ceremony led 
us before him, and he treated us with great good- 
will, seating us in a place of honour and having 
food and wine set before us. Then he asked whence 
we came, and the object and purpose of our coming. 
Awazu’l Hayat replied that I was the son of such 
and such a prince, that I had presented myself in 
order to do service to the king. Further, in answer 
to a question from the king, he said: ‘ This prince 
has heard that you have a daughter. Now his 
father has heard the history of this maiden and 
does not approve of the prince’s coming. But he, 
without his father’s knowledge, has presented 
himself before vou to ask your daughter’s hand in 
marriage, and he is here in the hope that you will 
not turn him away disappointed.’ The king replied 
that there could be no question of his giving his 
daughter, and he greatly pitied the youth that 
wooed her. ‘ Would to heaven she died,’ he cried 
out, ‘and so saved these innocent youths from 
destruction.” At this Awazu'l Hayat said: ‘ Per- 
haps by treatment from me, that sickness which 
afflicts her may be repelled.’ ‘Tell me what this 
sickness is, if you know it,’ was the reply, ‘and 
when my daughter is cured, I will give her to the 
prince.’ ‘That is not easy to do at once,’ said 
Awazu’l Hayat. ‘First I must see the maiden, and 
the prince must hold converse with her. Until 
then it is not possible to treat her.’ 

The king, however, remained unyielding, until 
his nobles and courtiers persuaded him to let the 
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treatment be undertaken. Then he consented, and 
ordered preparations to be made for the wedding. 
Awazu’l Hayat, however, said that he must act 
with circumspection, that I and the maiden must 
be left alone together, but that he himself would-be 
in the chamber with us, concealed from our sight. 
He continued: ‘ If after their converse the prince 
is still alive, then preparations for the wedding may 
be set afoot; otherwise, what need for prepara- 
tions?’ The nobles of the state approved this, 
and the king sent for a qazi, who was to betroth 
the maiden to me. 

We remained in the king’s presence until night. 
Then a chamber was prepared for me near the 
king’s own dwelling, and there Awazu’l Hayat 
said to me, ‘If you wish to achieve your desire, 
you must not fail in any particular to obey what 
I enjoin.’ I promised to do all he commanded, 
and he continued, ‘ To-morrow you must request 
that a spacious hall be prepared for you, with 
a throne, upon which the maiden must be seated. 
When you enter the hall, remain before the couch 
until the attendants and others have left it; then 
ascend the throne and seat yourself by the maiden’s 
side. Rise again immediately, however, descend 
from the throne, and walk towards the doorway 
without glancing behind you, that I may see what 
occurs.’ I replied, ‘I will do it, but tell me what 
the object of this is.’ To this he only answered : 
‘I beheld a vision, in which it was told me that you 
must act so, if you wish to attain your desire.’ 

My chamber was a spacious apartment, nearly 
fifty cubits long and twenty broad. In the midst 
of it a throne had been placed, and when day 
dawned, the maiden seated herself upon it. Iwas 
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amazed at her beauty, and wondered what it was 
in her that brought death. I remembered the 
instructions of Awazu’l Hayat, and went up to the 
throne. When I approached, the maiden at- 
tempted to rise, but could not. I ascended the 
throne, seated myself by her side, and bade her 
not to disturb herself. She, in her turn,made room 
for me, and held out her hand, which I however 
refrained from taking. 

As I seated myself, I beheld that the maiden was 
agitated in strange fashion. At once I leapt from 
the throne and ran. She cried out to ask whither 
I was going, but I gave no reply, nor did I glance 
behind, but ran directly to the doorway. I had 
scarcely reached it, when I heard the sound of 
a sword cutting and slashing, and also the voice of 
the maiden exclaiming aloud. When I looked 
behind, I beheld Awazu’l Hayat holding a blood- 
stained sword in his hand, and a serpent about 
ten cubits long which he was hacking into pieces. 
I}swooned at the sight, and fell senseless to the 
ground in terror. But in a little while Awazu] 
Havat raised my head and restored me with 
medicaments, saving: “Have no fear and arise, 
your object is achieved.’ When I arose I saw that 
the maiden had fallen senseless upon the throne. 
I ran to her and placed her head upon my bosom, 
while Awazu’] Hayat opened the doors and called 
theservitors. The king too entered, and remained 
astounded at the sight which met his gaze. Turn- 
ing to my companion he asked: < Whence came 
this serpent?’ and Awazu’l Hayat replied, ‘ It 
was around the waist of the princess, and through 
fear of it, she could tell no one of its existence.’ 


‘But how did you know of it?’ asked the king. 
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‘J have a familiar jinn,’ was the reply, ‘and he 
informed me of it.’ 

Then they poured oil of violets and of almonds 
and vinegar into the nostrils of the maiden, until 
she recovered. When the king questioned her, she 
said: ‘Seven years ago, while I was asleep in the 
garden, a serpent came and twined itself round my 
body. Whenever I wished to tell any one of it, 
or to disrobe, the serpent threatened to attack 
me, and whenever a man seated himself by me it 
struck him and killed him. Out of fear of this jinn 
I could say nothing.’ 

All present were astonished at this history, and 
the king gave orders to beat the drum which 
announced good tidings. Then with royal pomp our 
wedding was celebrated. For six months longer we 
remained at Qandahar, after which we set out for my 
owncountry. Awazu’l Hayat accompanied us until 
we reached the halting-place where I had made his 
acquaintance. There he bade the servants pitch 
a tent so that the fountain lay in the midst of it. 
When all our company were settled and at ease, 
I asked Awazu’l Hayat when we were to depart 
from thence. He replied that he would there 
separate from us, and go to his own home. [asked 
what had occurred to make him decide upon 
separation from us, and pleaded with him to come 
with us, giving him a promise that I would fulfil 
his every desire. He replied that he had a longing 
for his household and his family, and he could no 
more remain away from them. ‘If you have 
a favour to bestow, it is well; but if not, then I 
must depart.’ Isaid: ‘So beit. As you know, all 
that I possess belongs half to me and half to you.’ 
I then took paper and pen and divided all my 
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belongings into two equal portions, inviting Awazu] 
Hayat to take whichever he desired. But he turned 
to me and said: ‘You share all your belongings, but 
you do not share the most essential part of all.’ 
I thought again of all my possessions, but nothing 
further occurred to me. At last I asked him what 
he meant, and he said: ‘The princess.’ ‘ But,’ 
I said, ‘ how can we divide her? Will she live ?’ 
‘ That,’ he said, ‘ does not concern me.’ ‘ Take all 
I have,’ I begged him, ‘but leave me my wife.’ 
But he refused, and when I begged him to take the 
princess himself, he refused that also. Then he 
departed, and I remained in the tent in the greatest 
despair. When I went out I saw that he had bidden 
the escort to withdraw to some little distance, that 
none of them was to approach the tent, and that 
no one else was to be permitted to approach it. 
Soon he returned with four pegs and a rope, and 
when I asked him what he was going to do with 
them, he said that he intended to divide the girl into 
two halves, one half to be his and the other mine. 
At this J wished to leave the tent, but he held me 
fast, threw me to the ground and bound me 
securely, hand and foot. In spite of the girl’s 
cries and mine, no one approached the tent. Then 
he bound the princess to the four pegs in the ground 
and drew his sword. Turning to me, he said, ‘ Do 
you desire the upper half or the lower half?’ 
Our cries were terrible to hear, but he took no heed, 
and waved his sword over the maiden, until, in her 
terror, she burst into deep perspiration. At once 
Awazu’l Hayat turned to me and said: ‘My 
purpose in all this was to free this lady from all 
the poisons with which the serpent had imbued 
her. Now you may live happily with her always.’ 
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I begged him to take all our wealth, but he replied : 
* You must now be made aware that I am that fish 
which once you took out of the water, and which 
from pity you threw back again. I found life again 
then: your life and that of the princess are now 
substitute for my life. When you threw me back 
again, I prayed Heaven to give me the form of 
a man, that I might gain your wish for you.’ 
Having said this, he leapt into the water and 
became a fish again. 

My wife and I at last, with great regret, turned 
our faces again towards my native land, where my 
father welcomed us with joy. When, after the 
lapse of years he died, I became king. But then 
my wife died too, and I, having appointed in my 
place the son who had been borne to me, set myself, 
in sorrow at her loss, to wander over the earth. It 
chanced that I met these other two dervishes on 
the way, and since then I have accompanied them. 

Now you know why I exclaim : 


Whoever doeth good, doth into Tigris throw it, 
And in the wastes again doth God on him bestow it. 


Ashraf was delighted with this history, and then, 
turning to the dervishes, he said: ‘ O dervishes, 
your stories are good, but I too have a history and 
an adventure to tell? They begged him to relate 
it, and he began : 


THE STORY OF ASHRAF KHAN 


My father was king of this country. When I 
was seven years old, he set me to schooling, and 
appointed a teacher for me. Until I was twelve 
years old I was engaged every day in writing and 
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copying, and became acquainted with the sciences. 
In beauty also I excelled, and I determined to 
become expert in the exercises of the field, in 
riding, archery, and the arts of chivalry. For six 
years more therefore I devoted myself to these 
pursuits, until I attained so high a degree of 
boldness and power, that there was none who 
could force open my clenched fist or bend my bow ; 
and my father greatly approved my strength and 
vigour. 

One night as I lay asleep, [saw myself in a dream, 
mounted upon a white horse ascending towards the 
sun. Soon I arrived at a garden raised on high, 
beautifully green and fresh. I entered it without 
dismounting, and saw in the midst of it a palace 
of white marble, so carefully built that the space 
between stone and stone was not visible. Still 
upon my horse, I entered the palace. On one side 
of the hall was a throne of sculptured marble, and 
upon it were soft pillows, upon which lay a maiden 
of surpassing beauty. 

When I saw the maiden in my dream, I almost 
cried out for joy. Not with one heart, but with 
a hundred, I fell in love with her sun-like beauty. 
I desired to dismount from my horse and go to her, 
but found that I could not. Then her glance fell 
upon me, and she said: ‘QO prince, it is indeed 
wonderful that you remember me.’ I replied, ‘I 
wish to come and pay my regards to you, but I 
cannot.’ She said to this: ‘ Asleep at ease upon 
your pillow, how can you come grieving to me?’ 
The joy of gazing upon her woke me from my sleep, 
and I could not forget the thought of her face. 
I marvelled to myself at the wonderful vision I had 
beheld, and pondered long what I could do. Then 
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another night I found myself again in converse 
with the maiden, who said tome: © O Ashraf Khan, 
have you forgotten me? I cannot be your bride 
until you come and free me from these heavy 
bonds with which I am fettered. Arise, come to me. 
Think nought of distance or of the perils of the 
road, or of the trials of heat and cold ; for I keep 
the eye of expectation upon the road, and it is for 
your sake that I suffer the woe of these bonds.’ 

Again I leapt from my sleep, and I was like to be 
demented with love of the maiden. I could not 
restrain myself. There and then, in the middle of 
the night, I made my preparations, mounted my 
horse, ‘and left the palace, making my way towards 
the sunrise, without warning either to my father or 
my servants. I took no count of road or no road, 
but the whole of that day I let my horse carry me 
forward and also the whole of that night. It was 
only when prayer-time came next morning that 
I dismounted, and allowed my horse to graze 
a little. Then I mounted again and rode farther. 
So for twenty days I travelled night and day, not 
knowing whither I went. At last I reached 
mountains, whose height was beyond compute. 
There I continued my way, beholding marvels 
innumerable. One day my horse fell dead upon the 
mountain-side, and I was forced to continue my 
journey on foot. I tied my skirts as a girdle about 
my middle and walked on. Two or three days 
later I shot a wild goat, roasted its meat, ate it, and 
then again I continued on a way full of many 
marvels and wonders. 

At length, after a long space of time, I reached 
a city whose towers and ramparts were exceedingly 
high, and whose inhabitants were tall of stature 
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and terrible. They seized me and spoke to me, 
but I understood not a word of what they said, 
nor did they understand me. At length they 
brought me to a building which looked like a school, 
but on the four sides were four raised couches, 
while another couch stood in the middle. At one 
side hung a wondrous curtain of cloth of gold, so 
richly embroidered that the stuff of it could not be 
seen. All the people in the building also were clad in 
jewel-encrusted garments. They placed me before 
the curtain of cloth of gold, and from behind it 
I heard the sound of hissing breath, as though of 
a bull slain for sacrifice. I gazed about me, won- 
dering whether this was the place in which my 
object was to be attained, or whether it was to 
be the place of my destruction. In a little while 
the hissing ceased and I heard a voice, very 
terrible. At sound of it, all that were present 
prostrated themselves, and I too bowed my head 
in obeisance, but in my heart I prostrated myself 
to God. 

When I raised my head again, I heard a sorrowful 
voice from behind the curtain which said: ‘O 
Ashraf Khan, you are welcome.’ I replied: ‘ Your 
Majesty, may your lofty shadow remain for ever 
over the heads of your servants.’ Again I bowed 
down. Then the voice said: ‘You beheld in 
a dream the beauty of Shamsa Banu, daughter of 
Kaywan Shah, and became enamoured of her ?’ 
I answered, “ Yes, and my hope is that I shall not 
be turned from this noble court ashamed, and with 
my object unattained. What may I do to achieve 
it, and by what road may I reach it?’ The voice 
replied: ‘It is not for me to lead you there, but 
I will give you a sign of where itis. Go out of the 
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door and go towards the sun, turning towards the 
right hand. Itisa journey of six months’ duration. 
You will reach mountains of the range which you 
have already crossed ; go farther towards the sun, 
and you will find what you seek.’ I asked: ‘Is 
it indeed so, that I shall behold the object of my 
desire, and see again that maiden?’ The voice 
answered: ‘ You will see her, and it is decreed that 
you will be joined to her.’ 

On hearing these words I was filled with joy, 
and said: ‘If your Majesty permit, I will depart.’ 
But the voice said, ‘Remain with me as my 
guest for three days,’ and I replied, ‘It is for 
your Majesty to decide.’ Then the voice uttered 
words which I did not understand. Several persons 
came, took me by the hand, and led me to a 
chamber, marvellously adorned, where I remained 
at ease for three days. On the fourth day 
I was again led to that other building. There 
I made obeisance, and the voice said: ‘ Behold, 
Ashraf Khan, you are about to depart. You will 
see many marvels and wondrous things, and will 
suffer much toil and hardship before you reach the 
object of your desire.’ I said: ‘I will make the 
thought of you my guide on the way, and your 
regard and favour towards me will satisfy me.’ 
The voice then again bade me go. Once more 
I bowed to the ground and rose again. 

Then jewels were put in my hand, and I was led 
out of the door, where indication of the road was 
given tome. Sol departed. On my way I beheld 
many marvels and wondrous creatures, amongst 
whom I walked in amazement. Some of these 
fled from me, others attacked me so that I was 
forced to slay them. At last I reached the shore 
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of a stretch of water, a mighty river, upon the 
banks of which I saw a number of creatures lying 
dead. Some had no backs, but had two bellies and 
eight feet like those of asses, and their heads too 
resembled asses’ heads. They had tails like camels’, 
and while their bellies were white, the rest of their 
bodies was black in colour. 

A little way farther on I came to an island, upon 
which were several strange monsters of men, 
whose form I can scarcely describe. Each was 
one-half of a man, having one arm and one leg; 
and from the crown of the head to the foot, they 
had but half a man’s body, one eye and one eye- 
brow, one hand and one foot. But they hopped 
faster on one foot than I could run with both of 
mine, so that I could not overtake them. In fine, 
I beheld so many wonders that they are beyond 
me to describe. 

When I had crossed the river and left it behind, 
I came to another mountain range, which occupied 
two days in the ascent. On the night after I 
reached the top, I beheld myself, in a dream, 
arriving at the abode of the maiden whom I sought. 
She greeted me smilingly and called me to her, 
saying that God had made her my bride. My great 
joy at beholding her awoke me from sleep, and 
I continued my way full of the thought of her 
beauty. After descending from the mountain 
range, I crossed a level desert plain, where some- 
times for three or four days together I found no 
water. After struggling onwards, suffering a thou- 
sand tortures, I reached a city, large and far- 
spreading. I entered the gates and saw shops on 
all sides. The people gazed at me, but none 
addressed me, so that when at last in the bazaar 
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I came upon a cook-shop, I determined to hold 
some converse with the owner. I therefore halted 
in front of the shop and greeted him. He replied 
in exceedingly friendly fashion, led me into the 
shop, and prayed me to be seated. You would 
have said that he had known me and been my 
friend for thirty years. Then he brought me 
delicious food to eat, and asked how I did. I told 
him my history, whereupon he said: ‘ This place 
is the entrance to the mountain of Qaf. I have no 
knowledge of that city of which you speak, but 
on three sides of this mountain there is a city, and 
on the fourth is a sea which none of us can cross, 
but it lies between my country and yours. Now 
that it has fallen out that you, whether through 
love or chance, have arrived at this city, will you 
leave immediately or will you remain here for 
some days?’ I decided that I would remain 
and throw off care; afterwards I would depart. 
I told the cook therefore that I would remain 
in the city, whereat he said: ‘If you desire to 
depart, I will make every preparation necessary 
for your journey; if vou remain, it is customary 
in this city for no man to remain lonely. There 
are three women’s hammams here, one of which 
belongs to the chief of the women. Do not go 
there or they will slay you. The other belongs 
to the widows, and the third to the unmarried 
maidens. Go and seat yourself at the door of 
either of these, and when the women pass, pluck 
the robe of any one that pleases you, but speak 
no word.’ 

Following this direction I seated myself at the 
door of a hammam, where I saw women arriving 
in crowds. All turned their faces towards me and 
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then entered the hammam. I thought to myself 
that there might be others more beautiful than 
these, and so waited. Soon a woman appeared, 
young and beautiful beyond compare, with whom 
were many slaves and attendants. As she ap- 
proached and looked towards me I plucked her 
robe. At once she turned towards me, saying with 
a smile: ‘ Remain here until I leave the hammam.’ 
Then she entered, but soon emerged again, and 
bade me not to move from where I was, so that she 
might not lose me. She said further that she would 
send some one to bring me. In a little while I saw 
a couple of slaves approaching, one carrying a case, 
and the other leading a mule with a saddle and 
trappings. They greeted me and bade me wel- 
come, and I arose and accompanied them to 
ahammam. When I emerged, they took from the 
case a complete and valuable set of garments, in 
which they clothed me. Then I mounted the mule, 
and, with the slaves leading, we proceeded to a 
splendid house, of which the inside was elaborately, 
nay, wonderfully, adorned and decorated, and 
upon which great pains had been spent. There 
was in it a dais covered with flowers like a garden 
in spring, whereon I seated myself. To one side 
was another chamber, and issuing from it I heard 
the voice of my enchantress, welcoming me. After 
some converse with me she sent for the qazi, who 
soon came, and when I had paid my respects to him 
he betrothed us. In return he was given a robe of 
honour and a purse of gold, and he departed, while 
we remained to delight in our pleasure and joy. 
The next day, as I left the hammam, a slave 
appeared and presented a document before the 
dame. When she had read it, she turned to me 
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and said, ‘ My husband was the king’s vizier until 
he died. Nowitis the custom in this city, that when 
any one of the king’s servitors dies, his post is not 
given to another until his widow has married again. 
If the new husband desires the office of the old, the 
king appoints him to it; if not, it is given to 
another. This letter has come from the king, 
asking if you desire to be his vizier.’ I thought to 
myself that if I accepted the office I should be tied, 
and I saw no means of extricating myself. More- 
over, I had no need of the king’s viziership. I 
answered my wife accordingly, and she approved. 

Some days later, as I sat in converse with her at 
the side of a fountain by our couch, I felt myself 
suddenly overcome with heat and perspiration, 
and said: ‘ How hot the weather is! I am burn- 
ing.’ No sooner had I said this when my wife, 
opening her hand, struck me a heavy blow on the 
face. Then she rose, and, covering her face from 
me, called out to her slaves: ‘ Drive this un- 
believer away from my sight.’ As they seized me, 
I asked what the reason was for this, and she said : 
‘ You have become an infidel and deserve death.’ 
‘But why?’ Iasked; whereupon she replied: ‘ You 
pass judgement on God, in whose hand is every 
decision, who regulates the world as He desires. 
What concern is it of yours if the air be cold or 
hot?’ Then she said to her slaves: ‘Go to the 
qazi and bring a decision.’ At once they departed, 
and brought back judgement that I was to be 
slain. No heed was paid to my cries, and the 
king’s slaves drove me out along the road to my 
fate. As we passed by the shop of the cook, 
I called out to him: ‘In God’s name, friend, 
save me from this calamity.’ He approached and 
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asked what had occurred. I told him, and he 
replied : ‘ Yes, you have become an infidel to our 
faith, and they will slay you.’ I begged him to 
rescue me, telling him that if he did so I would leave 

the city. Thereupon he went to the qazi and told 
him that I was a foreigner, and that I had acted in 
ignorance. Also he presented himself before the 
king, asking for a decree to expel me from the 
town. Immediately he had obtained it he returned, 
took me from the hand of the king’s slaves, and 
accompanied me to the gates of the city, through 
which he cast me out, telling the gate-keeper not to 
admit me again. Tome he said that if I returned 
I should be slain. I replied: ‘If I return, let 
them slay me.’ 

Then I turned myface towards the sun, and came 
after many days’ travel to a mountain, whereon 
were creatures with bodies of elephants, though 
larger. From some I was forced to flee, but others 
paid no heed to my existence. Beyond them 
I came to a desert, of which you would have said 
that its veins ran fire. When I placed my foot 
upon it, the very marrow of my skull was scorched. 
For three days I walked, hungering and thirsting, 
until I was powerless to continue. Falling to the 
ground I made obeisance to Heaven, and with 
tears I said: ‘Alas, it were pity to die in this 
waste, without meeting my desire!’ When I raised 
my head I beheld a peri, clad in green, from whose 
face flashed fire. When I had filled my eyes with 
his beauty, I felt strength return to me, and I 
greeted him. He returned my greeting and asked : 

` What do you desire from God ?’ And I replied : 
“My desire is to reach the abode of Shamsa Banu, 
daughter of Kaywan Shah.’ He said: ‘ Give me 


STORY OF ASHRAF KHAN 29 


your hand, place your foot behind mine, and cover 
your eyes.’ Ididso. Then he said: ‘ Open your 
eyes, and, when I obeyed, I beheld a meadow and 
a greensward, fresh and luxuriant, and in the 
midst of it a pleasant fountain. 

Then, giving me a loaf of bread, the peri dis- 
appeared, while I went to the water’s brink and 
sat down. There I ate my bread and felt new 
strength come to me, and discovered myself filled 
with boundless delight. For a little while after- 
wards I wandered in the meadow, and beheld, at 
some distance, a fortification. As I neared it, 
I saw a green and delightful garden, which was 
filled with fruits of all kinds and with flowers of 
every colour. It was such that the garden of 
Paradise might envy it. In the midst stood a 
lofty palace. It was covered inside with felts and 
carpets, and its walls were of marble, which 
reflected like a mirror. 

Leaving the palace again, I saw a couch in the 
garden, and upon it lay a wondrously beautiful 
maid. Her hair was fastened to chains, and she 
was bound hand and foot. When I beheld her 
I was like to fall with astonishment, but when that 
sweet-lipped beauty cast her gaze upon me, she 
bade me welcome, and said: ‘For long I have 
beheld you in my dreams, and the good tidings of 
your coming have been with me. I was told that 
such a youth as you would come to release me 
from these heavy bonds of mine. I was bidden to. 
tell you that I have lived for seven years in these 
bonds. Also I was made aware that Ashraf Khan, 
a youth of high rank and great power, would be my 
deliverer, and further that I should become his 
bride. For three years now I have waited for you.” 
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When I heard her words, I was filled with joy. 
First I loosened her face and hair, and then 
I loosened all her bonds. For long we remained in 
converse, mingling together like milk and sugar. 
Then suddenly I heard a voice cry out: ‘ O thou, 
born of man, who are you? What are you that 
come and take from my hand my beloved, the- 
object of my desire, this maiden, beautiful as the 
moon, with the countenance of a flower? I have 
come to fill your skull with earth.’ I looked round 
to behold a male div, hideously ugly and of most 
malignant appearance, whose body was like 
a mountain, and whose head like a great dome. 
His arms were like two great branches of the chinar 
tree; his mouth resembled a cave, while his eyes 
were like two dishes filled with blood. Every tooth 
was the size of an anvil, and two horns grew out of 
his head, like those of an ox, but far larger. He 
wore a garment of leopard’s skin, and wound 
several times round his middle was a great chain. 
Upon his shoulder was a mighty wooden club shod 
with iron and stone. As he approached, the maiden 
fled in terror into the palace; but I leapt up 
nimbly, drew my sword and stood firm. Suddenly 
I saw that he had swung his club at me, but I leapt 
to one side, raised my death-dealing sword, and 
plunged it into him, with the name of God loud 
upon my lips. He fell to the ground and called 
out: ‘O thou man-born, thou hast slain the div 
to whom all the divs of the mountain of Qaf paid 
obedience, and whom they all feared.’ Seeing him 
utterly helpless, I bade him tell me how I must 
go on and what way I must take. He said: * You 
cannot take the road by which youcame. On two 
sides of this palace are desert, mountain and plain. 
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On the other two sides is the sea. You cannot go 
either by sea or land.’ However, when I heard 
him speak of the sea, I thought to myself that that 
would be a possible and a better way. 

I then entered the palace and found the maiden, 
who was trembling in fear of the div. I reassured 
_her, telling her that I had slain the monster, 
whereupon she rejoiced greatly, and she was still 
further comforted, when she went into the garden, 
to see him lying dead upon the ground. Then we 
filled a sack with jewels, and, leaving the palace 
and the garden, went on our way towards the sea. 
On arriving on the shore we found a great number 
of trees growing there. I took the branches of 
these, plaited them together and made a great raft. 
Upon this we seated ourselves and, having com- 
mended our souls to God, we launched ourselves 
upon the face of the waters. 

Aiter a long period of voyaging we reached an 
island, where I beheld three ships lying upon the 
beach. As soon as we touched the land we made 
our way to the first ship, which we found full of 
treasures and stores. Human bones also lay about 
in it, which I buried. Then, gathering fruit, both 
dried and fresh, of which the island contained great 
quantities, I provisioned the ship. This, however, 
was fast in the mud, and it required the labour of 
several days to dig a channel with sufficient water 
to float the vessel. When this was done I hoisted 
sail, and with an oar I set the ship in motion. 

We remained in that ship for eight months, 
wandering upon the waters, until at last, by God’s 
favour, we reached an inhabited inland. When 
the inhabitants of it asked who we were, and 
whence we came, I told them that we were sailing 
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from Hind to Frang when a storm came and 
wrecked two of our ships. We were like to drown, 
but by the grace of Heaven we had come to that 
island. 

We remained there until five other ships were 
ready to accompany us. Then I bought slaves and 
goods of all kinds and we set sail, with a great 
company of people and much wealth. After 
making favourable progress, one fortunate day 
we landed on our own coast, and I màde my way 
immediately towards Khurasan. Before I arrived, 
I sent a messenger forward to my father, who sent 
out his nobles and chief officers to meet me. A 
great feast was prepared, and with magnificent 
ceremony I was wedded to the maiden. 

When in due course my father died, the nobles 
and officers of the state brought me out of my 
mourning, and, placing a jewelled crown on my 
head, seated me upon the throne of sovereignty 
in my father’s stead. Since then my wife has borne 
me two sons, and we live happily together. 


When Ashraf Khan had completed his history, 
the dervishes prayed for the long endurance of his 
kingship, and marvelled at the strangeness of the 
story. Then the king treated them with great 
favour, and sent one with them who should accom- 
pany each of them to his own city or friends. This 
story has remained in remembrance of them, but 
Allah best knows the truth. 


1 [MS. Ouseley 389, fol. 1 f.] 


THE STORY OF SALIM THE 
JEWELLER OF WASIT [WA-SIT] 


Tue historians relate, that by the time that the 
tyrant Hajjaj became ruler of Wasit, he had slain 
most of the scholars and philosophers of Iraq, 
and had wrought cruelty upon all the innocent 
inhabitants of that land, so that all men feared his 
name. One day, as he sat in an ill mood upon his 
throne, Hajjaj drew his sword and placed it before 
him; then, calling a servant, he told him imme- 
diately to bring his chamberlain Fattah. When 
Fattah, trembling with fear, presented himself and 
asked his desire, Hajjaj said to him: ‘I desire you 
to find a story-teller who can relate an adventure 
of his own that will make me both laugh and cry ; 
and so distract my thoughts. I wish you to bring 
him now.’ To this Fattah replied, ‘I obey, my 
lord, but where can I find such a man at once ? 
Grant me but little delay that I may search.’ 
Hajjaj thereupon agreed to allow him three days; 
and, heavy of heart, Fattah returned home. 

Full of care and fear, the chamberlain thought to 
himself, ‘ Where can I find such a man? If 
I search over the whole earth, there can be no man 
of experience so varied. I may as well put on 
beggar’s robes at once and flee from this monster, 
for he will surely destroy me if I do not find the 
man. All the chamberlain’s friends were amazed 
at the tyrant’s command, and cast about for a man 
such as was required. But they could bring no one 
to mind. 

254 C 
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Now Fattah had a voung daughter, whom he 
loved dearly. She approached him as he sat deep 
in thought, and asked what ailed him. He told her 
what was required of him, and at once the girl 
departed. Early next morning she returned and 
said: ‘ There is in your dungeons a man who has 
had just such an adventure as Hajjaj requires. His 
name is Salim, and he was once a jeweller of Wasit. 
Go down and call him, for if you search the whole 
world from east to west you will find no man to 
equal him.’ 

In great joy Fattah ran down to the dungeon, 
opened the door, and called out: “Is there any man 
here whose name is Salim ? °? and from the depths 
came the answer: ‘Sucham I.’ Fattah opened the 
dungeon door wide and told the man to approach. 
Slowly there emerged from the dungeon an old, 
white-bearded man, with a bandage over his face, 
his nails long and his hair matted. On his feet were 
chains, and round his neck an iron collar. Great 
age had bowed his body and shrivelled his skin, and 
his eyes were unseeing. So feeble was he that words 
came from him only with difficulty. Fattah looked 
upon him in amazement, and asked : < Master, how 
long have you been in that dungeon ?’ He replied: 
‘It is twenty years since I last saw the hight of the 
sun, or heard my name called, or since any one 
remembered me. I do not know what has hap- 
pened, or what angel told you concerning me.’ 
Fattah replied: ‘You have lived long in woe. 
I wish to know whether you can relate your 
history, so that Hajjaj may both cry and laugh 
at it.’ The old man replied: ‘I alone could 
relate such a history, and when Hajjaj hears of 
my adventures, he will both laugh and cry.’ 
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They bathed the old man with hot waters, and 
anointed him with oil until his veins were softened. 
He was given a suit of clean garments, and a great 
bowl of white sugar was set before him, that he 
might eat of it as much as he desired. They fed 
him on lamb, and chicken, and butter; until his 
strength returned, and his eyes brightened, and his 
body straightened out in renewed strength. 

Then Fattah took him, and led him before 
Hajjaj, and said: ‘This is the man whom you 
desired to tell you his adventures.’ Hajjaj asked 
where he had found him, and the chamber- 
lain replied that his daughter had told him there 
was such a man in the dungeon. ‘ How did your 
daughter know that ?’ asked Hajjaj. ‘She is but 
fourteen years of age, and vou say that this man 
has been in prison for more than twenty years. 
Bring your daughter that I may question her.’ 
Fattah thereupon brought his daughter, and asked 
her how she knew of the existence of the old man. 
She replied: ‘May your Majesty live long! My 
mother used to tell me that on the night when 
I was born she was lying on a couch under a tree 
in her garden. Suddenly a woman appeared before 
her, beautiful as all the fairies, and she took me in 
her arms and praised me and welcomed me. And 
she said to my mother: “ Just as you bore a child 
under this tree, so have I borne one here, but my 
child is a son. Know therefore that I am one of 
the Mussulman fairies, and I wish the two children 
to be brother and sister. I desire you to suckle. 
my son, and I will suckle your daughter and will 
thus bestow upon her this advantage, that if ever 
misfortune befall her, she has but to come under 
this tree and pluck a branch from it. Then if she- 
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place that upon a fire, my son will at once appear to 
give her aid.” I had never yet seen my foster- 
brother; therefore, when I saw my father in 
trouble at your behest, I went into the garden, 
plucked a small twig from the tree which my 
mother had pointed out, and put it upon the fire. 
At once a youth appeared, who asked me what my 
need was. I told him that you desired my father 
to find such and such a man, and that my father 
was greatly at a loss to know what to do. He 
replied: “ There is only one man in the whole 
world who can relate an adventure such as will 
cause Hajjaj both to laugh and to cry, and his 
name is Salim, the jeweller of Wasit, who is lying 
at present in the dungeon of Hajjaj.” ’ 

Hajjaj was amazed at this story, and, giving the 
girl ten pieces of jewellery and other presents, he 
dismissed her. He then turned to the old man and 
asked for his story, telling him that if he succeeded 
in entertaining him he would reward him and set 
him free, but that if he failed, he would leave him 
in his dungeon until he died. The prisoner then 
thanked him and began as follows: 


My name is Salim, son of Abdullah the jeweller 
of Wasit. My father lived in this town, possessed 
of great wealth, both in money and lands, in cattle 
and slaves. On the day when I was born, he gave 
away two thousand dinars to beggars, and entirely 
clothed twenty orphans. Also he invited all the 
inhabitants of Wasit to a feast, the like of which 
had never been seen in the city. When I was old 
enough to be taught, I was set to learn the Quran 
until I knew it by heart. Then he engaged 
a learned tutor for me, and I read sixty Arab 
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books, and was taught etiquette and languages. 
The art of rhetoric, and of letters, and other 
accomplishments also, were taught to me, until 
there was none in Wasit to equal me. Other 
tutors he brought, who perfected my knowledge of 
geometry, philosophy, interpretation of the Quran, 
astrology, and the like. I also read the history 
of the Arabs and Persians. Moreover my father 
engaged a tutor to teach me the arts which are of 
use in an assembly, such as chess and singing. 
Also he brought horsemen and champions of single 
combat to teach me how to ride, wield a sword, 
and draw a bow; and how to engage in battle, 
both mounted and afoot. So capable did I feel 
myself at last, that I could have attacked a moun- 
tain single-handed and overcome it. 

My father was greatly pleased at my progress ; 
and matters continued thus until, in my seven- 
teenth year, my father laid his head on the pillow 
of death. But before he died, he called me and 
told me that he bequeathed to me all his wealth. 
Also he gave me four pieces of advice : not to cast 
good fortune to the winds; not to suffer to- 
morrow’s grief till to-morrow ; not openly to point 
out a fault in another, nor to tear off the cloak in 
which God Himself has clothed His servants, that 
is, to be content with all that comes, both good and 
ill, for God has ordained all; and lastly, never to 
be ashamed of any labour, for he that is ashamed 
of a task is put to shame by all. That very day— 
may your Majesty live a thousand years—my 
father died. 

I mourned for the customary period, and for long 
went without pleasure or even comfort. Then my 
inheritance came into my hands. Steadily I spent 
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it, sitting long at wine with those that flattered me, 
and ate up my wealth with those whom I held to 
be my friends. I bought all that I desired and gave 
away far more, until I had consumed all my father’s* 
wealth. For though you fill a house with gold 
coins, yet if one of them be spent each day, the 
time will come when the house will be empty. 
Then to my wife, who was my cousin, I said: 
* Arise and go to your father’s house, for you have 

been accustomed to luxury and ease; you cannot 
remain in this discomfort. I, however, will stay in 
this land until Allah sends me either fortune or 
death.’ My wife replied to this indignantly: 
‘Guard thyself against feeble-mindedness! Do not 
despise work, for it was given by God. It is 
woman’s place to stay at home, and man’s to go 
abroad and work. Why should I go to my father’s 
house and leave you seated in idleness here?’ 
I told her that I had no trade other than the selling 
of jewellery. My father had followed that trade 
too, and he amassed a great fortune, for he knew 
the value of jewels, bought cheaply and sold 
dearly. I, however, had now no capital, and that 
trade therefore was closed to me. She replied : 
‘ Do those that do not sell jewellery die of hunger ? 
There are a thousard trades in the world by which 
men earn money, and there are many which need 
no capital and yet produce money. Your enemies 
rejoice sufficiently over vour downfall. Take an 
axe and a rope, go out to the mountains and cut 
wood ; or bring thorn-bushes from the desert; or 
else make bricks or weave carpets, sweep floors or 
sieve corn; there is no work that brings disgrace. 
Put your hand to one of these tasks and let us eat 
bread. I will help by washing clothes, or by any 
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other work that women can do. But I will not go 
to my father’s house. I ate your wealth when you 
possessed it, and now that you have nothing I will 
be content.’ 

Her words put new strength into me, and 
I thanked God for so loyal a wife. I decided to 
become a porter, thinking to myself that mastery 
in this profession depended on strength and that 
I was powerful of body. I sold my soft garments 
and bought a coarsely woven one, which I donned. 
With a rope over my shoulder and a girdle of palm- 
fibres I went out and sat down among the other 
porters in the bazaar of Wasit. My enemies jeered 
at me, but I paid no heed to them and engaged in 
my trade. Two hundred, three hundred, and even 
five hundred maunds were an easy load for me, and 
what the other porters carried for a dirham 
I undertook for half. There was not a day upon 
which I did not bring home ten dirhams to my 
wife, who praised and encouraged me. I became 
so well known that people who had loads would 
employ none but me, and would wait ten days in 
the expectation of having me. 

At last the other porters were inflamed by Iblis 
with jealousy of me, and they banded together to 
slay me. Some amongst them were cunning, and 
said: ‘The slaying of a man is beset with diff- 
culties, and the spilling of blood is like garlic. Let 
us invite him to be our chief. We will pay him 
ten dirhams a day; that will keep him at home 
and he will not enter into competition with us.’ 
This they did, and for a year I lived thus in ease. 

Then one day, in the stormy season, I went into 
the bazaar. It had been raining, and mud lay deep 
everywhere. As I passed through the market-place 
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I saw a man with a heavy load, whose foot sank 
deep into the mire, so that his load fell off. Twenty 
men gathered round him and endeavoured to lift 
the bale, but no one succeeded. In pity therefore 
I cast off my clothes and went to his aid. When 
I had lifted the load out of the mud and carried it 
out of the bazaar, all that stood by applauded, and 
I then went to a pool near by to wash myself and 
put on my clothes. Hardly had I put my foot into 
the pool, when I heard a cry from behind: ‘Salim, 
thou didst a manly act, yet didst not thank God 
for thy strength, nor give praise to his Prophet.’ 
I turned at these words and beheld an old man 
with a white beard and green eyes, who stood 
glaring at me. Trembling fell upon me at sight 
of him, and I could scarcely ascend from the pool. 
By the aid of a youth who was with me, I made my 
way home, and fell grievously sick. 

After a little while this came to the knowledge 
of the porters, through the youth that brought my 
daily salary. This accursed fellow persuaded his 
companions that I would never more be able to 
carry on my work as a porter, and advised them 
to cease their payments tome. They followed this 
advice, and I was soon compelled to sell in three 
months all that I had gathered together in two 
years. When at last I had paid for my medicines 
and my special foods, nothing was left me. I was 
now even poorer than before, for my strength had 
departed. I reproached myself bitterly for having 
relied upon my youth and strength rather than on 
the help of Heaven. I vowed therefore, that if 
I were cured and my health restored, I would 
henceforth devote myself to the service of Heaven. 
That night I beheld a glorious vision, in which the 
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Prophet, beauteous to behold, appeared to me and 
held out his hand to me, saying: ‘ Wilt thou keep 
thy vow always?’ I replied, ‘I will keep it.’ 
The vision vanished, and when I awoke in the 
morning no trace of my sickness or weakness 
remained. My arm was stronger than it had ever 
been, and I perceived a power within myself which 
I had never before felt. 

When I left the house, I had not a coin in the 
world. I decided to leave Wasit and go to Kufah. 
There I met a caravan of pilgrims going to Mecca. 
I helped them in the feeding and loading of their 
camels, and was well rewarded for my trouble; 
then I accompanied the caravan to Mecca. Having 
performed the rites of the pilgrimage, I made my 
way to Medinah, where I visited the tomb of the 
Prophet, upon whom be peace. Thence I made my 
way by turn to Halab, to Lantagqiya, and finally 
to Tarsus. This was a wealthy city, where I 
remained for a year in attendance on the mosque, 
earning my living by serving the warriors of the 
guard. It happened one day that they were to 
make a raid on a town in Rum, Amudiya by name, 
and I was permitted to join the army. For nine 
days we marched, and on the tenth we beheld 
a wide plain, in the middle of which was a fortress 
guarded by a mighty army. I was told that they 
numbered ten armies of unbelievers, in each of 
which was ten thousand men, and that each man 
had sworn not to return until the dust of Tarsus 
was thrown into the sea. We Mussulmans num- 
bered only twelve thousand, and I thought to 
myself that it was hopeless to think of victory. 

Now it was the custom of these Rumis to send 
out a champion, who would stand forth alone in 
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order to challenge the enemy. On the morning 
appointed for battle, there rode out from amongst 
them a knight who was the nephew of Heraclius, 
the Rumi captain. He was fully clad in armour, 
and held in his hand a spear which dragged on the 
ground. He came towards us, and with boasts 
asked us to provide some one to oppose him. No 
man of us stepped forward however, and for long 
I hesitated; until, at last, roused by his taunts, 
I decided to give him battle. My friends attempted 
to dissuade me, but I told them that I had 
not come to look on; but to slay or be slain. 
Taking my reins in my hands, I galloped out and 
curvetted in front of the army, speaking praises to 
God. 

The Kafir champion shouted towards me, but 
since I did not understand a word of what he said, 
I shouted back * Wasit, Wasit, meaning that I was 
a man of Wasit. It was the custom to call out the 
name and lineage of every champion. I occupied 
myself little with this form, but instead roused 
myself and came upon him like the wind. In 
a moment I plunged my spear into his breast, 
threw him from his horse, and slew him. Neither 
the army, nor the Kafirs, nor even I myself, believed 
this possible, but the cries of the enemy told me it 
was true. They sent a message to their captain, 
Heraclius, informing him of what had occurred : 
‘The champion of the raiders’, said they, “is 
known to none. He neither manœuvres nor 
circles, but gallops from a corner and thrusts with 
his spear. Moreover he makes no reply to aught 
that is said to him except “ Wasit, Wasit!”? 

Heraclius was filled with rage and grief at what 
he heard. ‘This man must be either a mighty 
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champion,’ said he, ‘ or a great fool, who does not 
know what he has done, or whom he has slain. 
I will give to any man that avenges the death of 
my sister’s son and brings me this man’s head, 
a hundred thousand dinars, a hundred sets of 
garments of Rumi brocade, a hundred slaves and 
a hundred slave-girls, a hundred Arab horses, and 
also any city that he may choose from the whole 
of Rum.’ 

There was then brought to Heraclius a man 
named Sham, who said he was ready to venture 
his life in order to gain the reward that was offered. 
They clad him in armour from head to foot, so that 
nothing of him was visible save his eyes. His 
Arab steed had pointed ears, eyes black as crows, 
a broad chest, and legs like columns for strength. 
It pranced and curvetted as it was being saddled, 
but 1t was firmly held, and over its head was placed 
a coat of armour. 

As I stood between the ranks of the two armies, 
I prayed for aid and victory, while Sham came 
towards me. As he approached, | charged upon him 
and-thrust my divinely-directed spear straight at 
him, so that it made no account of armour, but 
thrust him through. His horse, when its rider was 
flung to the ground, galloped in amongst the ranks 
of the Mussulmans, where it was cut into pieces. 

I was determined to stand forth until victory 
was achieved for us, but I was dissuaded from 
fighting again that day, and so rested until the 
morrow. At earliest dawn I arose, donned my 
armour, and rode forth in front of our ranks. 
One after another there came forth twenty 
champions from the ranks of the enemy, and in 
turn I slew them all, so that the Mussulman army 
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shouted with joy, while the unbelievers were 
dispirited. The next morning, the enemy sent 
a messenger to beg for peace; but we demanded 
a hundred ass-loads of silver for every man in their 
ranks, whereupon he returned greatly discouraged. 
That night the enemy took counsel together and 
said : ‘ If we make peace, our treasuries will all be 
empty ; if we fight, the Mussulmans will conquer 
by reason of the courage of this Wasiti. We must 
defeat him by a stratagem. A pit must to-night be 
digged in front of the ranks of the Mussulmans and 
covered over, so that when he rides out in the 
morning, he will fall into the pit and be slain.’ To 
this all agreed, and the pit was digged. 

Contrary to their usual custom, the enemy next 
morning shouted and rejoiced, so that we imagined 
they had gained reinforcements. Full of fury at 
this, I galloped out and shouted my challenge. 
Several men of them stood forth a little way and 
hurled abuse at me, and towards them I galloped 
in great anger. They turned in great fright and 
I followed, not knowing what was in store for me. 
Suddenly I felt myself plunged into a pit, and, 
weighted down with a hundred maunds of armour, 
I could do naught. The men that had stood 
forward immediately ran to the pit and made me 
a prisoner. They bound my hands, drew me out 
of the pit, and carried me, with a hundred thousand 
slights, before their king. With great joy he 
commanded me to be securely chained hand 
and foot and placed in a dungeon, where there 
were already three hundred Muslim prisoners. 
Further, he said that he had sworn a vow that he 
would make peace with the Mussulmans as soon 
as I was captured. 
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For some time I remained in the prison. Then, 
one day, aided by the drunkenness of a prison 
guard, I made my escape. For four days I wan- 
dered, eating fruits from trees on the way, and on 
the fourth day I came to a river, which I crossed 
by means of a raft made from the branches of trees 
woven together. When I had crossed, I wandered 
for a whole day until I came to a great tree, 
which I climbed. From it that night I beheld the 
marvels of the river. One of these was a cow, that 
emerged from the water and produced from its 
mouth a jewel which illumined the night. This it 
laid on the bank, where it shone, so that I was 
seized with a desire to know whence its brightness 
came. When day approached, the cow took the 
jewel and sank again into the river with it. 

I decided to remain where I was for that day, in 
order to see what would occur that night. When 
darkness fell, the cow again emerged out of the 
water, but this time with a jewel a thousand times 
brighter than the one I had seen. This it laid on 
the bank, so that I became very impatient to behold 
it near by. Very cautiously I descended from the 
tree and approached the jewel. Then, taking up 
some clay from the bank, I threw it over theshining 
stone, so that it was at once hidden. I then climbed 
back into the tree and waited to see what would 
happen. When the light disappeared, the cow 
uttered an evil bellow, and after galloping wildly 
about for a little while, it plunged into the water. 
Again I climbed down from the tree, took up the 
jewel, and made my way onwards. 

Thus I travelled for some time without incident, 
until I came to a great troop of apes. The farther I 
walked in order to escape them, the more numerous 
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they became. When night fell I concealed myself 
in a tree trunk, so that I might observe them in the 
morning. Suddenly, as I sat quietly watching, to 
my great horror they came towards me. But they 
did me no hurt, and I observed that their houses 
were made of sticks plastered with mud. Their 
trees were covered with many fruits, which they 
cooked and ate. In great troops the apes ap- 
proached me, and I, in endeavouring to escape 
from them, went on to the roof of one of the houses 
and sat there. But they brought me down and 
took me into the house, where I beheld an enor- 
mous female ape, whom they treated with great 
deference and to whom they brought constant 
supplies of nuts and dates. 

They set me down before her and pointed to me, 
and, at a sign from her, nuts and dates were also 
given to me, and I ate. When night came they 
brought me soft grasses for mattress and pillow, 
and she lulled me to sleep by embracing my feet. 


When Salim reached this point in his story, 
Hajjaj burst into laughter and asked what followed. 
The reply of Salim was filled with the details of his 
life in the city of the apes, how he remained there 
for many days and gained the affection of all. He 
told what food he ate, how long he slept, and what 
he did daily, until at last sleep overcame Hajjaj 
and he heard no more. 

The next day, Hajjaj summoned Salim and bade 
him continue his story. He thereupon proceeded 
as follows : 


May the prince live long! I remained for 
some time with the apes, but at last in weariness 
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I escaped from them and again went on my way. 
After three days of travelling I came to a 
forest in which were many wells. About these 
were numerous trees laden with fruit and many 
dwellings, good to look upon. Seated at the 
door of one of them I beheld a man who 
bade me sit down with him. When I had sat 
a little while, he asked me whether I was not 
hungry and whether I did not desire some food 
other than fruit, upon which I must have for so 
long existed. I replied that I would gladly eat 
something other than fruit, and he bade me enter 
the house. J had no sooner turned my back upon 
him to do his bidding than he leaped upon my 
shoulders from behind and clutched my throat 
with both hands. I was like to die, but at last 
he released his hold though he still clung to my 
shoulders. Still gripping me he led me out of the 
house and made me gallop up and down, and 
whether he ate or moved or slept he kept me in this 
torment for many days, with his legs clutching my 
neck and with his heels in my ears. If I was slow 
or forgetful, he dug his teeth into my head until 
I shrieked aloud to Heaven with the pain thereof. 
One day, as I walked in the wood, I beheld many 
vines laden with grapes. The thought came to me 
to ferment some of the juice, which would help me 
to forget my woes. I obtained vats, therefore, 
which I filled with grape juice, leaving it in the sun 
to ferment. Then I drank it and became light- 
hearted and red of face. The leather-legged 
throttler, on beholding this, also begged some to 
drink. For long I refused it, but at last gave him 
a large quantity, which he drank eagerly. Very 
soon he became deeply intoxicated, shouting and 
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plunging about on my shoulders. The other 
throttlers, who gathered together at his cries, 
laughed aloud at his antics, and asked him what 
had occurred to affect him thus. He told them 
that out of grapes I had prepared for him a drink, 
which was the most delicious in the world. They, 
too, asked for some of it, and soon they were all 
overcome. Observing this, I unloosed the legs 
of my tormentor, dashed him to the ground, and 
made off as fast as my wounds would permit me. 

As I went, I applied healing leaves to my body, 
and assured myself that the jewel, which I had 
sewn into my garments, was still safe. For six 
days I walked, hungry and thirsty ; until at last, in 
the midst of a desert, I beheld a great tree, and, 
underneath it, a pool. As fast as my feebleness 
would allow me I took off my clothes, washed away 
the last traces of the vile throttler, and then fell - 
asleep. As I awoke the next morning, I beheld, 
sitting in the branches of the tree, three white 
pigeons. While I gazed, filled with the thought of 
my hunger, they beat their wings, and were trans- 
formed into three beautiful maidens, a hundred 
thousand times more beautiful than the moon, 
and wonderfully clad. ‘After conversing together 
for a few moments, they played and swam about 
in the pool, leaving their garments on the side 
where I lay concealed. 

Now while they were intent upon their play, 
I crept out and took a cloak that iay near me, that 
which had been put down by the most beautiful of 
the three maidens, who seemed to be sisters, and 
returned stealthily with it to my hiding-place. 
When they had brought their play to an end and 
had come out of the pool to dress, the maiden 
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whom I had robbed cried out that her cloak had 
been taken away. They searched everywhere near 
them, and seemed filled with astonishment that the 
garment should have been lost. Suddenly their 
glances fell upon me, and they exclaimed: ‘There is 
a man, who has been sitting here. He must have 
the cloak!’ She whose cloak I had taken remained 
behind, while the other two approached, but she 
called out: ‘ Welcome, Salim! I have long burned 
to see you, and now I find you here. Give me my 
cloak and let me lead you to my father.’ I replied : 
‘Princess, who are you and what is your name, 
and how did you know my name?’ To this she 
said: ‘If you do not know me, I know you well, 
and what adventures befell you in Wasit and in 
other places since then.’ And she recounted all 
the various incidents of my wanderings, to my 
great astonishment. I asked again how it was that 
I did not know her, and she replied: ‘ My mother 
bore me for your sake, and until I came into the 
world I was called by your name. But now is not 
the time to relate that history. Give me my cloak, 
and let me go and inform my father and mother 
that you are here.’ 

I then gave her back her property. Then, telling 
me to take her right hand and to close my eyes, 
she carried me up into the air. After a moment, 
she told me to release her hand and to open my 
eyes, and when I did so I found myself in a 
green meadow, filled with saffron, hyacinths, and 
gilly-flowers. In the midst of it flowed a stream of 
water, whiter than milk, and by it a castle which 
towered to the zenith. Its pinnacles were of gold, 
and reached to a great height. At the gate was 
a shop, at the door of which an old man was sitting, 
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and he was pointed out to me by the maiden as 
her father. [approached and greeted him, and he 
rose and led me into the shop with many com- 
pliments. ‘O Salim,’ he said, “we are well 
acquainted with the trials and woes which you have 
suffered. My daughter, whose hand you held, is 
destined for your wife. Tell me if you desire her or 
not.’ I replied that with all my heart I desired her. 
There and then he placed her hand in mine, and to 
my great joy betrothed us. 

I was then taken into the castle, and I beheld an 
apartment like Paradise for beauty. In it four 
couches were set side by side; upon each being 
a jewel-encrusted throne. The hall was hung with 
curtains of silk, and upon the floor were laid 
carpets of great beauty. Rows of slaves stood with 
vessels of perfumes, which they poured over me at 
my approach. My clothes were removed, and in 
their place I was clad in royal garments and was 
made to sit upon one of the thrones. Musk and 
amber and sandalwood were burnt for my pleasure, 
and all my desires were gratified. 

With varying fortune of joy and sorrow, I 
remained in that land for six years; and then there 
came upon me a longing to see my native Wasit 
again, and the kinsfolk and friends whom I had 
left there. One day, as I sat weeping at the 
recollection of them, my wife beheld my tears and 
asked what grieved me. I told her that I was 
drawn back to Wasit; that I knew not if my 
kinsfolk still lived or were dead. She bade me not 
to grieve; ‘For’, she said, ‘if you swear an oath 
that you will return faithfully, I will entrust you 
to some one who will take you safely, and without 
any hardship, to Wasit.’ I told her thatif I broke 
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my oath she might do to me all that lay in her 
powertodo. Then, warning me to keep the matter 
from her father, who might lay obstacles in the 
way of my going, and who might even bring me 
back, she made preparations for my Journey. 

The next day she gave me a thousand dinars of 
gold, for she told me that I might need them. 
Then I beheld a white bird alighting from the air. 
It was as large as a horse, and, as it approached, the 
peri spoke to it and said: ‘ For my heart’s sake 
I desire you to take this youth to the city of Wasit.’ 
The bird replied, ‘ Your command is laid upon my 
soul. I will carry him to Wasit in a night. But 
you know how it is with me. Tell him, that when 
he is on my back he must speak no word and have 
no thought of Heaven, for I acknowledge no 
allegiance to it. If he disobey, I will cast him to 
the earth, wherever we may be.’ This the maiden 
repeated to me, and then, immediately before we 
departed, she gave me a comb, a piece of lead ore, 
and a bottle of quicksilver. ‘ If my father discovers 
your departure,’ said she, ‘ and goes in pursuit of 
you, throw down behind you thiscomb. There will 
then appear a great plain, in which you may lie 
concealed from all beholders, and so escape. If 
again you are pursued, throw out behind you this 
lead ore. There will appear a mighty mountain 
which will keep you secure. If a third time you 
are pursued, throw out behind you this bottle of 
quicksilver. There will appear a great sea, the size 
of which is beyond description. When you have 
crossed it no one else will be able to follow, and 
you will arrive in safety.’ 

I thanked her and bade her farewell. Then 
I seated myself-upon the bird. With powerful 
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flapping of wings it rose into the air and flew until 
half the night had gone, when from behind there 
came suddenly a great clamour and tumult. 
I looked behind me to see a myriad of lions, wolves, 
tigers, leopards, and wild beasts of every descrip- 
tion, which were following us. They were the army 
of the peris, which the maiden’s father had sent in 
pursuit of us to bring us back. A great fear seized 
me at the sight, but, remembering the comb, 
I threw it down. At once we were concealed from 
view, and flew on safely. 

By the time morning broke the bird was wearied, 
and it alighted on the top of a mountain to rest. 
Seeing myself once more on the earth I was filled 
with joy, and naturally, but without remembering 
the conditions laid upon me, I exclaimed, ‘ Praise 
be to Heaven.’ The words were scarcely out of my 
mouth when the bird threw me to the ground, and 
flew off into the air and disappeared. Whereupon 
I swooned with terror. 

When I returned to my senses, it was broad day. 
I rose and walked for a little distance until I came 
to a spring, where I lay down and slept. After 
a while I went on and came to a steep path, and, 
having climbed it, I reached a great plain more 
pleasant than Paradise, in which four thousand 
sheep were pasturing, and with them an old man 
of great stature and terrible appearance. 

He called out to me to approach and not to 
fear, for he wished merely to know my history and, 
in the relation of it, to share with me the woes of 
my toilsome journey. I was much reassured by 
his words, and approached and greeted him. He 
replied: ‘You are welcome here; be seated.’ 
When I had done so he asked how I had come to 
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that place. I answered: ‘ Water, chance, and 
God’s predestination have cast me down upon 
this spot.’ He thereupon asked me to be his 
guest that night, and when I assented he invited 
me to go with him to his house. As we walked he 
suddenly uttered a great cry, and without warning 
the mouth of a cave opened in front of us, into 
which we entered, with all the sheep following at 
the old man’s heels. The cave was of enormous 
size and branched off in different directions. Into 
one portion he drove the sheep; then, taking me 
by the arm, he led me into another cave where 
I beheld a number of men, both young and old. 
As I looked more carefully, I saw that they were 
all bound with chains. Turning to me the old 
man said: ‘Salim, you have suffered much 
misery, hardship and woe; but behold! ’—and even 
as he spoke he loosened the chains from one youth, 
killed him where he lay, and rent him limb from 
limb. May your Majesty live long! At sight of 
that horror my senses left me, and I fell as one dead 
to the ground. When I came to myself, the others 
in the cave commiserated with me, telling me that 
I had fallen into the hands of an ogre, whose food 
was the flesh of human beings. Hope left me and 
I thought to myself that now all my toil and hard- 
ship had been for nought, and that never again 
was I to see my home and dear ones. In despair 
I cried out, ‘I can bear no more,’ and in deepest 
misery and hopelessness we wept all together. 


When Hajjaj heard this, he too wept in sym- 
pathy; but Salim continued his story and told 
how finally they slew the ogre and escaped from 
the cave. After a long journey he reached Egypt, 
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and from thence he accompanied a caravan going 
to Wasit. He continued as follows : 


It was night when I reached Wasit. For seven- 
teen years I had not seen my house and family. As 
I approached all was dark. I knocked at the door 
and I heard my wife’s voice cry out, ‘ Who is it that 
knocks so late at a widow's door?’ I told her to 
open the door, and when she did so, in her great 
amazement at beholding me, she let fall the lamp 
which she had in her hand, and it was broken into 
pieces. Since she had no other in the house, I went 
into the bazaar and knocked at the shop of 
a merchant there who soldthem. He did not know 
who I was, nor did he wait to hear my business, but 
he raised a cry that I was a thief, come at that late 
hour in order to rob him. From all sides a crowd 
of men gathered. They beat me with their fists 
and robbed me of all the money which I carried, 
Then I was condemned to the dungeon, where 
I have remained ever since. 


Hajjaj was greatly pleased with this story, and 
asked whether, in proof of it, Salim could produce 
the jewel that he had taken from the river cow. At 
once he searched in his garments, and laid before the 
prince a jewel the like of which had never been seen. 
All the jewel-sellers in Wasit were summoned, but 
none could gauge its value. Thereupon Hajjaj gave 
him a great sum of money, and also, taking off his 
own cloak, gave it to Salim, whom he released 
for ever from the dungeon and restored to his 
familv, where he lived in luxury for the remainder 
of his life. 


DIS. Ouseley 231, fol. 113° f] 


THE GENEROSITY OF 
HATIM TAI 


A CERTAIN king of Khwarazm had a son possess- 
ing many talents. Hearing the praise of the beauty 
of the princess Husn Banu, he conceived an ardent 
desire to see her. But first, to prove the truth of 
what he had heard, he sent a skilled artist to visit 
her and paint her portrait. The painter accordingly 
set out for Shahabad, where she lived, and on his 
arrival, in common with other strangers, he was 
received with great hospitality. The attendants 
of the palace, after refreshing him and showing him 
every mark of attention, led him to take leave 
of their mistress, for he had not told them his 
purpose. The princess talked to him kindly and 
gave him money for the expenses of his journey ; 
but the painter had no desire to go farther, and 
asked to be taken into her service : * For’, said he, 
‘1 would like to spend the rest of my days in this 
gracious abode.’ Husn Banu thereupon inquired 
his profession, and he said: ‘I am an artist, so 
skilled that I can draw the moon behind a veil.’ 

After a short time the princess desired to have 
her portrait painted, but did not know how to 
contrive matters, for since he was a stranger to her 
court, the artist was not permitted to see her face. 
At last she said: ‘ Can you not draw my face if it 
ig covered with a veil?’ He replied: ‘No; a 
better plan would be for you to look down from 
your balcony into a vessel of water placed beneath, 
and that will reflect your likeness.’ This was done, 
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and succeeded to perfection. The artist painted 
two exact portraits, omitting not a mole or line of 
her face, and, giving one to the princess, he kept 
the other. 

Soon afterwards, on the pretence that he wished 
to see his family, he asked leave to go, and, with 
money for his journey, he departed, coming back 
in no long time to the Prince of Khwarazm with 
the portrait of Husn Banu. 

The prince was delighted with the picture and 
at once set out, without waiting for money or for 
any preparations, and even without his father’s 
permission. 

After suffering some days’ fatigue on the road, 
he reached Shahabad, where he was received with 
the customary hospitality. The following morning, 
when the attendants offered him money for him to 
continue his journey, he refused it, saying : ‘ What 
have I to do with money?’ At last they came to 
the princess and told her that there was a man 
who would neither eat the meal prepared for him 
nor take money for his journey. On hearing this, 
Husn Banu sent for him and asked why he did not 
take what was offered, although he appeared to 
need it. He replied: ‘I have left abundance of 
gold, and want no treasure. I am the son of the 
King of Khwarazm. Your portrait has infatuated 
me, and I long to see your face.’ 

At these words the princess hung down her head 
and said: ‘ To see me is difficult. If you were the 
west wind itself you could not touch my tresses.’ 
‘Then’, said the Prince, ‘I must sacrifice my life 
on your threshold.’ ‘ That’, replied the princess, 
“is easy, but to behold me is hard. But, if you are 
set on this design, you can yet gain me if you will 
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accomplish a certain task; but if you fail, you 
may never hear my name again.’ 

The prince eagerly agreed to this, and the princess 
said to him, ‘ There is a person who cries: “‘ What 
I have once seen, I desire to see again.” Bring me 
news of this person and of where he is, and of what 
he has seen. When you have done so, I will set 
you a second task.’ ‘The prince asked where this 
person was to be found, but received the reply that 
if the princess knew, she would send her own 
servants to bring him. Before he departed he 
asked: ‘ How long will you wait for me?’ She 
replied : “One year.’ 

So the prince departed with a heavy heart, not 
knowing where to go first. After long travel he 
came to the land of Yaman in Arabia, where, as he 
lay under a tree bemoaning his hard fate, Hatim 
Tai (the prince renowned in Arabia for his un- 
paralleled generosity) came to the spot, and seeing 
the youth’s distress asked him what caused it. In 
reply the prince showed him the portrait of Husn 
Banu and told him the story attached toit. Hatim 
Tai took pity on him, and took him to his palace, 
where he gave him refreshment and promised to 
help him. 

After three days they set out in company to 
Shahabad, and when they arrived Hatim asked to 
be admitted to the presence of the princess. At 
last she consented, and said to him: < Why do you 
come ’’ Hereplied: ‘I have heard much of your 
beauty, and long to see your face.’ ‘That is 
impossible,’ said she, ‘ unless you fulfil the task 
I set.’ She then told him what she had told the 
prince of Khwarazm, namely, that there was 
a person who said: ‘I have seen and long to see 
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again’; and she wished to know what it was that 
he saw and desired. 

Hatim, having received his errand, took leave of 
the princess and departed. He knew not, however, 
where to go, and after a few days came to an 
uninhabited waste, where not a bird spread wing. 
Here he saw a doe pursued by a wolf, who was just 
about to seize her when Hatim called out: ‘ Hold, 
savage, do you not see that she is a doe and not 
a hart?’ The wolf stood in amazement, and said 
to Hatim : * You must be Hatim to have so much 
compassion on a doe.’ ‘ How’, said he, ‘are you 
acquainted with my name?’ ‘The name of 
Hatim’, answered the wolf, ‘is known to all. No 
one but he could be so kind to brute creatures as 
well as to men.’ 

They then fell into conversation on the object 
of Hatim’s journey, and the wolf told him that in 
the desert of Huwayda such a person had been seen 
and heard. From the spot where they were, two 
roads led away, of which that to the right led to the 
desert of Huwayda. Hatim thanked him and 
departed. On his way he met a jackal in a trap 
and released it. The jackal showed his gratitude 
for this by offering to accompany him to the desert ; 
but Hatim would not hear of it, for he desired 
to go alone, and he asked only to be shown the 
nearest way. The jackal then told him that if he 
continued he would come to a spot where four 
roads crossed. It would be best for him to take 
the one that went straight on, and God would 
without doubt make his way easy for him. Then 
Hatim dismissed the jackal, and pursued his journey 
till he came to the four roads, of which he chose 
that leading forward, as he had been directed. 
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He had not, however, travelled far when he beheld 
a herd of a thousand bears, who were foraging 
with their king. Immediately, they gave notice of 
his approach to their sovereign, who ordered him 
to be seized, but after regarding him kindly he 
directed that care was to be taken of him and that 
he was to be carried to the palace. On his return 
there he summoned Hatim to his presence, and, 
after permitting him to be seated, inquired his 
business and if his name was Hatim. To these 
questions Hatim replied fittingly ; whereupon the 
king said: ‘ You are welcome; I will give you 
my daughter in marriage, for I have yet seen no 
man worthy to be my son-in-law, and it was not 
fitting that I should give her to a slave.’ 

On hearing this Hatim buried his face in his 
cloak. ‘ Why’, asked the king of the bears, ‘ do 
you thus keep your head down? Am I not worthy 
to be your father-in-law?’ Hatim replied: ‘ But 
you are an animal and I am a man; how can we be 
allied together?’ ‘O Hatim, said the bear, ‘in 
pleasures and desires men and animals are one. 
But set your heart at ease, for my daughter is 
exactly like you in outward form.’ 

The bear then commanded that his daughter be 
decked out and brought to him. When she arrived, 
the bear said to Hatim: ‘Cast but one glance 
upon her.’ Hatim arose, and going out to meet her 
was amazed to see a maiden like a full moon in 
splendour and with a human face. Coming back 
to the king’s court he said: * Thou art a king, and 
I a stranger; how can I thus break all laws and 
marry her?’ But the king replied, £ Accept her 
for any reason that pleases you. Are you not the 
prince of Yemen ?’ 
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Hatim then pondered the matter and thought to 
himself, ‘Into what trouble am I now fallen! 
I came here with a certain purpose, how can I then 
consent to delay here?’ The bear saw his hesita- 
tion, and said: “If you do not take my daughter, 
I will bind you and hold you prisoner till the end 
of the world.’ Hatim answered as before, and the 
bear, turning in rage to his attendants said: ° Take 
this fellow to the cavern you know of, and keep him 
there.’ Immediately Hatim was seized,and having 
removed an enormous stone from the mouth of 
a cave, they thrust him in and again closed up the 
hole with the stone. 

Hatim remained in the cave, hungry, thirsty, and 
stunned, for two weeks. Then the king sent for the 
captive and addressed him as follows: ‘ O Hatim, 
I bid you accept my daughter.’ Hatim remained 
silent. Fruits were then brought and Hatim ate 
and drank, and when he was satisfied the beast 
again said to him: ‘I bid you take my daughter.’ 
But Hatim answered as before: ‘ What relationship 
can there be between man and beast?’ So again 
he was sent back to the cavern and shut in. There 
he remained hungering and thirsting for several 
days, until in his sleep one night he dreamed that 
an old man came to him and said: ‘ Why do 
you delay the matter on which vou came, not 
agreeing to what they desire?’ Hatim replied: 
‘Tf I agree, will they ever permit me to depart on 
my own business ?’ The old man replied: ‘ That 
is your only hope of release, otherwise you will 
remain here and die in this cavern. When you 
have won the favour of the bear’s daughter you 
will easily receive permission to go.’ 

Hatim awoke from his dream and kept these 
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words in his mind when, after two weeks, the king 
of the bears again summoned him. When the bear 
again put the same proposal before him, Hatim 
accepted and was led to the apartment of his bride, 
where she sat awaiting them in a room spread with 
rich carpets and magnificently adorned, while she 
herself sat on a couch of gold and jewels. The king 
took Hatim’s hand and joined it to that of his 
daughter, for that is their custom; and so the 
wedding was celebrated. 

For three months Hatim remained in bliss. For 
the first few days he feasted on delicious fruits, 
brought fresh for him every day, but at last he said, 
‘Fruit does not suffice me, I would eat other food.’ 
So they brought him meal and sugar and sweet oil, 
and brought him china dishes for him to eat 
therefrom. 

At length, Hatim confided to his wife the errand 
on which he had come, and asked her to obtain her 
- father’s permission for him' to depart. On Hatim’s 
promising to return, the king of the bears allowed 
him to go, and, ordering an escort of his subjects to 
conduct Hatim to the confines of his dominions, sent 
him on his way. New difficulties, however, awaited 
him. He had travelled a few days only when he 
came to a sandy plain, barren and desolate. Yet 
he proceeded, hoping to find a way out, and in the 
evening he met an old man in a long flowing 
garment who gave him food to eat, but he had no 
water. He directed him, however, to a pool which 
lay at no great distance, and to this Hatim 
hastened, and stripped off his clothes in order to 
bathe as well as drink. No sooner, however, had 
he entered the pool than he beheld a fish rise out 
of the water, having half its body from the waist 
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upwards of a woman’s form, of great beauty. She 
approached Hatim and drew him down below the 
water to where a wonderful palace was built, and 
asked him to remain there with her. But Hatim 
told her of his quest, and reluctantly she dismissed 
him and put him again on land. 

Hatim having washed and dried his clothes, 
dressed himself and continued his travels. At the 
end of a few days he came toa high mountain. On 
climbing it, he saw on the top a circular grove of 
green trees, in the midst of which was spread 
a fine carpet laid by a clear rivulet. The breeze 
was cool and Hatim was tired: lying down he 
was soon fast asleep. In no long time the owner 
of the carpet appeared, and to his amazement 
found a young man asleep on it. But hospitality 
forbade him to disturb the youth, and he sat 
there till the youth awoke. Having greeted each 
other they entered into conversation, and Hatim 
repeated his astounding history. The stranger 
at length interrupted the story, and said: ‘ Then 
you must be Hatim, for surely no one else would 
so venture his life in the service of friendship. 
O generous youth, God is beneficent and will help 
you in your undertaking. Yet, since no one has 
returned safe from the desert of Huwayda, and 
since whoever has so returned has been bewildered 
in his understanding, keep this device of mine in 
your ear; for before you reach the desert of 
Huwayda you will be surrounded by enchantments, 
from which do not attempt to release yourself by 
force or violence. Amongst all the enchantresses 
one more beautiful than the full moon, but with 
her face veiled, will approach you and put out her 
hand. But keep your heart firm, and only then, 
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when you desire to depart, take her hand. As soon 
as you do so, you will be transported to the desert 
of Huwayda. But if you neglect to carry out my 
advice, you will regret it till your dying breath.’ 

In this conversation they continued till a slave 
brought a tray, when, after having washed their 
hands, he brought a dish of milk and rice and two 
pitchers of water. Hatim had eaten nothing for 
some time, so this food was to him delicious. He 
spent the night there, and next morning went on 
his way. i 

After some days’ travelling he came to another 
small lake, whose banks were covered by shady 
trees. As he sat cooling himself, a beauteous 
maiden emerged from the water and, coming 
straight to him, took him by the hand and plunged 
with him rapidly below the surface. For some 
time they descended, till at last feeling ground 
beneath his feet, he opened his eyes and discovered 
himself in the midst of a great garden. There the 
maiden relinquished his hand and went away and 
left him. He himself, being curious to see where 
he was, began to explore, but he had not taken 
many steps before thousands of beauteous damsels 
appeared on every side, and each tried to attract 
Hatim to herself. But Hatim paid attention to 
none of them, knowing in his heart that the whole 
was enchantment. But he allowed himself to be 
led towards a palace which they had built of 
gems and pearls, and which was adorned with many 
pictures. 

On entering he beheld a throne made of emeralds, 
diamonds, and rubies, and as he approached, the 
damsels, without warning, became pictures upon 
the walls. Being near the throne, he thought to 
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himself : ‘ Since you have arrived here, at least be 
seated.’ But as he placed one foot upon the step 
there was a sudden crash, and he withdrew his foot 
hastily, thinking that he had broken the throne. 
He began to look under the throne, but seeing 
nothing he ascended and sat down. Immediately 
another loud noise followed, and looking around he 
saw the damsel of whom the stranger on the hill- 
top had told him. She advanced, looking languish- 
ingly at him with half-shut eyes, and, clad in gleam- 
ing robes of gold, stood before the throne. 

Hatim longed to remove the veil that was upon 
her face, but remembered again what the stranger 
had said, and thought to himself: ‘So long as 
I do not take her hand I may stay here amid all 
this enchantment. I will stay awhile until I have 
had my fill of marvels, and then I will depart.’ 
For three days and nights he sat upon the throne. 
When night came, candles were mysteriously lit. 
Song and music delighted his ears, the picture- 
damsels stepped down from the walls and danced. 
Meantime, the nymph that stood before the throne 
served him smilingly with delicious meats and 
fruits of every kind, which were brought in on 
trays. Hatim ate of them, but to his wonder his 
appetite was never satisfied. 

On the fourth day, this thought occurred to his 
mind: ‘O Hatim! if you stay here and look on 
for a hundred years you will never have seen your 
fill, and meantime the unfortunate prince awaits 
you.’: So he stretched out his hand to take that 
of the bewitching maiden before him. Instantly 
another nymph appeared from beneath the throne, 
and struck him a blow that dashed him from it. 
On recovering himself he beheld neither garden, 
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throne, nor nymph, but on all sides a wide- 
stretching desert. 

Hatim knew that this must be the desert of 
Huwayda, and at once set out in search of the 
person whom he had come to seek. He had not 
gone far when he heard avoice saying: “I have seen 
once and long to see again.’ Three times this was 
repeated, and was followed by a deep silence. 
Hatim hastened in the direction of the voice, but 
for seven days and nights no one appeared in sight. 
On the eighth day, towards evening, he saw an old 
man sitting upon the ground, and coming up he 
saluted him. The old man returned his salute and 
said: “Whence come you, and what is your. 
business here?’ Hatim answered: ‘Sir, I have 
a task to fulfil. Tell me truly what it is that you 
have seen and that you long to see again.’ ‘ Be 
seated,’ said the old man, ‘and I will tell you.’ 
Hatim sat down, and two pitchers of water and 
two loaves appeared mysteriously before the 
ancient. One pitcher and a loaf he kept for him- 
self, and the other he gave to Hatim. 

They ate and drank, and after resting, Hatim 
again asked his question. The old man replied as 
follows: ‘One day I was sitting by the side of 
a pool, when out of the water a nymph appeared, 
took my hand and carried me down into the depths. 
When I opened my eyes, a wonderful garden 
appeared to my sight, and rows of beautiful girls 
stood on every side and drew me towards a throne 
which stood there. I ascended it and looked about 
me. Immediately a maiden more beautiful than 
the moon appeared and stood before me. At sight 
of her I lost control of my heart, and I took her 
by the hand to seat her by me on the throne, when 
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suddenly another woman appeared from beneath 
the throne and struck me so violent a blow that 
I fell down and found myself in this desert. From 
that time I have been frantic and cannot forget 
that ravishing maiden.’ Saying this he heaved 
a deep sigh and ran off, crying: ‘ I have seen once 
and long to see again.’ 

Hatim ran after him and seized his hand: ‘If 
you saw your beloved once again would you be 
glad?’ said he. ‘It is impossible,’ was the reply. 
* Come with me,’ said Hatim, ‘ and I will show you 
how.’ So together they retraced their steps, and 
Hatim showed him where the pool was in which 
lived the water nymph. There he left him as the 
nymph appeared, and made his way back to 
Shahabad. 

On his arrival there, the retainers of Husn Banu 
remembered him and accompanied him to a cara- 
vanserai, where Prince Munir Shami, whom he had _ 
promised to help, came and threw himself at his 
feet. Hatim raised and embraced him, and when he 
had related his adventures they went in company to 
the palace of the princess, who, addressing Hatim 
from behind a curtain said to him: ‘Tell me, 
brave youth, what news have you brought ?’ 
Hatim replied: ‘An old man in the desert of 
Huwayda, having seen a nymph in the enchanted 
regions, became enamoured of her, and, setting his 
face to the wilderness, continually calls out: “I 
have seen once and long to see again.” > Then he 
related the incidents of his visit to the enchanted 
realms and of his restoration of the old man to his 
beloved. Concluding, he said: ‘ No one will hear 
that exclamation again, for I have given the old 
man what he had lost.’ 
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Huzn Banu acknowledged with many encomiums 
that his story was true. A feast was prepared for 
Hatim, who sat down to it with Prince Munir 
Shami. To the latter he said: ‘ You may now 
approach the princess with some hope of success,’ 
and then, having eaten and drank, he took his 
leave. 


[From the Asiatick Miscellany, Calcutta, 1801,] 


JAMSHID AND ZUHAK 


Ix the days when the world was young, there 
was a king who, from his capital in Iran, ruled the 
earth for seven hundred years. His name was 
Jamshid, and he was indeed a mighty monarch, 
for men and divs and birds and peris all obeyed 
him. The world grew prosperous under him, for 
he said: ‘I will prevent evildoers from working 
ill, and will guide all men aright.’ 

For fifty years he concerned himself with 
weapons of war, to open the path to glory for the 
valiant, and made helmets and lances and coats 
of mail. Then he turned to the making of garments 
for his people. He prepared stuffs of linen, of 
wool, of beaver skins and of rich brocade, and taught 
the people how to weave ; and when the material 
was ready he showed them how to clean it and make 
it into garments. This being achieved, he devoted 
a space of time to seeking out the precious stones, 
and discovered such treasured things as ruby, 
yellow amber, silver, and gold. Then he invented 
perfumes, such as balm, camphor and pure musk, 
aloes, umber and rosewater. Thereafter he dis- 
covered medicine, remedies against every sickness, 
and the means of preserving health and of curing 
wounds. Thereby he made the world contented 
and was himself happy. 

Three hundred years passed, and in that time 
death was unknown. There was neither pain nor 
sorrow, and the divs were kept in slavery, so that 
they never troubled men. But as time went on, 
the king became so powerful that he could see 
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nothing in all the earth save himself, and by his 
arrogance incurred the anger of the gods. 


Now there lived at this time in Arabia a king 
among the desert chieftains and the captain of 
many armed bands of horsemen. He possessed 
flocks and herds of goats, camels, and sheep, each 
a thousand strong,as well as cows and Arab horses. 
This generous king had a son Zuhak, who was brave, 
light-hearted, and care-free, and who was con- 
stantly engaged in wars against his enemies. 

It happened one day that Iblis, the god of the 
divs, came to the palace disguised as a nobleman, 
and so pleased the young prince that he turned 
aside from his brave and noble way in order to 
follow the wicked div. Iblis rejoiced greatly, and 
said: ‘I know many things which none can learn 
except from me.’ ‘ Teach me them,’ said the young 
man, ‘ and do not delay.’ ‘ First,’ said Iblis, ‘ you 
must swear an oath not to reveal my secrets to 
any man.’ ‘I swear,’ said Zuhak, ‘and I will do 
everything you tell me.’ ‘ Then,’ said Iblis to him, 
“why should there be any other man but you, 
illustrious prince, in the palace? Of what use is 
a father when he has a son like you? Take his 
throne, for it belongs to you, and if you follow my 
counsel, you will be a great king on the earth.’ 

When Zuhak heard this he pondered long, for 
he loved his father. He said: ‘I cannot do it. 
Tell me something else, for that is not possible.’ 
Iblis replied in fury, ‘ If you do not carry out my 
commands and if you break the oath you swore 
to me, my bonds will remain attached to your neck 
forever. Zuhak submitted, and said: ‘How am 
I to bring this about ?’ 
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‘I, Iblis, will prepare the means, and raise you 
to the sun. You have but to keep silence.’ 

Now the king had around his palace a garden 
in which he took great delight, and here, often 
rising before dawn, he would walk, without even 
one slave to carry his torch. On the path the div 
dug a deep pit, covered it with brushwood, and 
spread earth on the top. Early the following 
morning, before the sun was up, the Arab king 
awoke and went out into the cold air of dawn. As 
he approached the fatal pit his star paled, but he 
disregarded its warning, and, falling into the chasm, 
was slain. Thus perished this pious man who had 
scarce ever spoken a harsh word to his son. 

Iblis, his plan accomplished, then approached 
Zuhak again, and said: ‘ When you have turned 
your heart towards me, you may obtain all that 
you desire. Renew but your oath, and the entire 
world will be your kingdom ; the wild beasts, the 
birds, and the fishes will be your subjects.’ And 
with these words he vanished. 

Soon afterwards Iblis assumed the guise of 
a young man of ready speech and agile form, and 
presented himself to Zubak, saying that he was 
an excellent cook. The prince engaged him, and 
by his royal command delivered to him the keys 
of his kitchen. Now the design of Iblis was to 
make the prince abandon his eating of herbs and 
to persuade him to the eating of meat. He began 
by preparing yolk of egg for him, which in a short 
time gave him great vigour of body. Zuhak was 
pleased and commended his cook, who said, ° To- 
morrow I will prepare for your Majesty a dish 
than which nought is more perfect.’ And the next 
day, when the blue dome of heaven was lighted 
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by the red ruby of the sun, he prepared a dish of 
partridge and of silver pheasant, which the Arab 
ruler ate; and thus he abandoned his imprudent 
mind to the power of Iblis, who, on the third day, 
placed upon the table a mixture of birds and 
lambs’ flesh. On the fourth day, when the meal 
was brought, the king feasted on the flesh of 
a young calf seasoned with rose-water, old wine, 
and pure musk. The meal filled him with delight 
at the skill of his cook, and, summoning him, 
he said, “ Think what it is that you desire, and ask 
it of me.’ Iblis replied, ‘I have but one request 
to make of the king (may he live prosperous for 
ever), but that is an honour too great for me; itis 
that I may be permitted to kiss his shouiders and 
to touch them with my eyes and face.’ 

Zuhak suspected nothing of his intention, and 
said: ‘J grant your wish; it may be that some 
honour will thereby accrue to your name,’ and he 
bared his shoulders to him as to a friend. Iblis 
kissed them and vanished from the earth. But 
from each of Zuhak’s shoulders appeared a black 
serpent,and Zuhak became sick at heart and sought 
on all sides for a remedy. Finally he bade that the 
serpents be cut off close to his shoulder, but they 
grew again. Every physician and wise man in 
the kingdom tried his remedies, but all in vain. 
The last to come was Iblis himself, who appeared 
as a physician before Zuhak. ‘ It was inevitable’, 
said he, ‘that this should happen. Leave the 
serpents and do not cut them off while there is 
life in them. To appease them you must feed 
them on the brains of men, which alone will at last 
slay them.’ 

While these events were taking place at the 
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court of Arabia, great tumults filled the land of 
Iran. The arrogance of Jamshid had set his 
subjects in revolt against him, and a great army 
marched towards Arabia from the highlands of 
Iran. They had heard that in Arabia there was 
a man with a serpent’s face that inspired terror in 
men, and to him they went in order to elect him as 
their king. Zuhak eagerly returned with them and 
was crowned, and, turning his eyes towards the 
throne of Jamshid, began to treat the world 
familiarly as if it were “the ring upon his finger. 
Jamshid fled before him, and for a hundred years 
was seen by no man, till Zuhak fell upon him 
without warning on the confines of China and put 
him to death. Thus perished his pride from the 
earth. 

For a thousand years Zuhak occupied the throne 
and the world submitted to him, so that goodness 
died away and was replaced by evil. Every night 
during that long period two youths were slain to 
provide the serpents’ food. Now in the king’s 
country there remained two men of purity, of 
Persian race, the one Irmail the Pious, and the 
other Girmail the Clear-sighted. It happened that 
they met one day and talked of many matters great 
and small; of the unjust king, of his army, and of 
his horrible custom. The one said: ‘ We ought, 
by the art of the kitchen, to introduce ourselves 
into the king’s household and apply our wits to 
saving the unfortunates who lose their lives each 
day.’ Setting to work, they learned the art of 
cookery, and succeeded in entering the king’s 
kitchen. There, after no long time, they were 
entrusted with the preparation of the king’s meal, 
and they contrived to mix the brains of a sheep 
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with those of one of the youths who was brought 
for slaughter. The other one they saved alive and 
dismissed secretly, saying to him: ‘Escape in 
secret, beware of visiting anv inhabited town; 
your portion in the world must be the desert and 
the mountain.’ 

In this manner they saved two hundred men, 
of whom is born the race of Kurds, who know not 
any fixed abode, whose houses are tents; and who 
have in their hearts no fear of God. 

While Zuhak still had forty years to live, one 
night he dreamed a dream, and he saw three royal 
warriors emerge, two of them aged, and another, 
younger, who walked between them, and who had 
the form of a cypress and the visage of a king. 
His girth and his gait were those of a prince, 
and he carried a club with a bull’s head. He 
advanced straight upon Zuhak, smote him upon 
the forehead with his club, tied him hand and 
foot with thongs, and overwhelmed him with 
shame and torments. 

Zuhak awoke with a great cry of fear, that 
brought his wife, Arnawaz, and his attendants 
running to him in alarm. Arnawaz, as she ap- 
proached, cried out to him: * O king, confide in me 
and tell me what has happened. You sleep in 
your palace securely; everything that is in the 
world obeys you; savage beasts, divs, and men 
are your guardians; the earth with its seven 
climes is your domain ; all, from the firmament to 
the depth of the seas, is yours. Why then do you 
leap thus from your bed? Tell us. Zuhak 
replied : “ My dream must be kept secret, for were 
I to reveal it, you would despair of my life.’ 
‘Perhaps, if you reveal it,’ said Arnawaz, ‘ we 

D 3 


74 JAMSHID AND ZUHAK 


may find a remedy, for no ill exists that has not 
its remedy.’ The king was persuaded by this, and 
told what he had seen in his dream. ‘ This is not 
a matter that you may neglect,’ exclaimed the 
queen on hearing it. ‘Summon from every 
country the sages that can read the stars, examine 
all sources, and seek thus to learn the secret. 
Discover what he is whose hand threatens you ; 
man, div, or peri; and when vou know, then 
immediately apply your remedy.’ And the king 
approved the counsel of this silver swan. 

The world, plunged in night, was black as 
a raven’s wing; suddenly light dawned upon the 
mountains as though the sun had scattered rubies 
upon the azure of the firmament. Wherever there 
were wise counsellors the king sought them out 
and assembled them in his palace, where he told 
the whole company of his trouble, and sought their 
advice. The lips of the noblemen were dried with 
fear, their cheeks paled, and their hearts filled with 
anguish. ‘For’, said each to himself, ‘if we dis- 
close what must happen, he will die, and if we 
remain silent, then we must bid adieu to life.’ Thus 
they remained hesitating for three days. And on 
the fourth day, Zuhak assembled them again and 
in rage asked for their counsel, and menaced them 
with death if they withheld from him their know- 
ledge of the future. 

At length there stood out from among the noble 
counsellors one who was their chief, whose conduct 
was upright and whose heart was filled with 
wisdom. He loosened his tongue before Zuhak, 
and spoke thus: ‘ Empty thine heart of vain hope, 
for no one is born save to die. There have been 
many kings before you worthy of the throne of 
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power, they saw much of grief and much of joy; 
and, when their long days had flowed past, they died. 
Were you a rampart of iron securely founded, the 
turn of the skies would break you too, and you 
would disappear. There will be some one who will 
inherit your throne and will overturn your for- 
tunes. His name is Faridun, but he is not yet 
born, and the time to fear him is not yet. He will 
grow like a tree destined to bear fruit, and when he 
has reached manhood his head will touch the 
moon. Then he will demand your girdle and your 
crown, your throne and your diadem. He will 
carry upon his shoulder a club of steel, and with 
his bull-headed mace he will strike you and drag 
you from your palace.’ 

“What reason has he for hating me?’ cried 
out the impure Zuhak. 

‘ Because his father will die at your hands.’ 

The king heard and thought on this, fell from 
his throne, and swooned away. When his senses 
returned to him, he mounted again upon his throne 
and sent out searchers, both secret and public, to 
seek for traces of Faridun. He sought no rest or 
sleep or food, and bright day became gloomy to 
him. 

Thus passed a long space of time, while the 
serpent-man remained prey to his terror. Faridun 
was born, and the lot of the whole world was there- 
by destined to change. The youth grew up like 
a cypress, and he was resplendent with all the 
glory of majesty. He was like the shining sun, as 
needful to the world as rain, an adornment to the 
mind like knowledge. Zuhak filled the earth with 
sound and fury, searching everywhere for Faridun 
son of Abtin. The earth became straitened for 
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Abtin, who fled and struggled; but he was finally 
caught in the lion’s net. 

Meantime Faridun was well secured by his 
mother, and was safe. The king ceased not night 
or day to be in anguish concerning him. One day 
he seated himself on his ivory throne, and, putting 
his crown upon his head, summoned all his nobles. 
To them he spoke thus: <O you men of virtue, 
noble and prudent, I have a hidden enemy, as all 
men know. I despise no enemy however feeble, for 
I fear lest fortune.betray me. I must increase my 
army, and will have it of men, divs, and peris. I 
desire you to aid me, for I cannot bear my torment 
alone. You must write for me a declaration that 
as king I have sown nought but the seed of good, 
that I have spoken nought save the words of truth, 
that I have never frustrated justice.’ All the 
noblemen, in fear of the king, consented to his 
demand, and all, oldand young, declared what the 
serpent-man desired. 

But suddenly at the gate of the palace was heard 
the voice of one crying out for justice. The com- 
plainant was brought before the king, who asked 
who had done him wrong. The man cried out, 
struck his head with his hands on seeing the 
monarch, and said: ‘I am Kawa, O king; I 
demand justice. Grant me justice. I have come 
in haste, and it is you whom I accuse in the bitter- 
ness of my heart. I had seventeen sons, and now 
there remains but one. Give me back this one, my 
only son; think how my heart will burn with grief, 
the whole length of my life. What crime have I 
committed? Even tyranny must have a pretext, 
and Iam an innocent man,a blacksmith. You must 
render count to me for what you have done, and 
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the world will be astonished thereby. It will see, by 
the account you will render to me, what my lot on 
earth has been, and how I have been compelled 
to give my sons to feed your serpents.’ 

The king looked harshly upon him on hearing 
these words, gave back the man’s son, and strove 
to soothe him with words. Lastly he asked Kawa 
to sign the declaration of the nobles, but he, 
trembling with rage, tore and trampled on it and 
emerged shouting with a mighty anger. The 
crowd in the market-place gathered round him, 
and to them and the whole world he appealed to 
aid him in obtaining justice. He took off the 
apron which blacksmiths wear, tied it to a lance 
and marched through the bazaars crying : ‘ Illus- 
trious men, you that adore God, who desire to be 
delivered from the clutches of Zuhak, let us go 
to Faridun and let us rest in the shadow of his 
sovereignty.’ 

Having ascertained where Faridun lay hiding, 
he set out with a great troop of men, and after no 
long time reached hisabode. The young prince saw 
the standard made of the blacksmith’s apron, and 
accepted it as a good omen. Then, tarrying only 
while a suit of armour was made for him, he ‘began 
his march at the head of his army, which moved 
as speedily as the wind. Soon they reached the 
Tigris river and the city of Baghdad. Arrived 
there, Faridun sent his greeting to the guardian of 
the crossing, and said: ‘Send me boats and ships, 
that I and my army may cross.’ But the guardian 
sent back answer: ‘ The king has given me secret 
command that no man may cross without his sealed 
order.’ 

Faridun heard the messenger with anger. The 
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swift stream inspired him with no fear, and he with 
his warriors tightened girdle and plunged into it 
with their horses. Having crossed, they made 
their way to the royal city of Zuhak. On coming 
within a mile of it Faridun saw a palace whose 
walls were raised higher than Saturn, as if it had 
been built to tear the stars from the sky. It shone 
like Jupiter in the celestial sphere. From its 
vastness and magnificence Faridun knew it to be 
the palace of the monster-king, and, turning to his 
companions, he said: ‘I fear one that has been 
able from dust and stones to rear so mighty a 
structure. I fearsome secret bond between fortune 
and him, but it 1s better to fling ourselves into 
battle than to delay here.’ Thus he spoke, and, 
giving rein to his spirited horse, he raised his club 
and rushed like a flame past the wardens of the 
gate and into the palace. He dashed to the ground 
a talisman which Zuhak had set up against him, 
and struck down all that offered resistance; he 
placed his foot upon the throne of Zuhak, seized 
the royal crown, and took his place. 

A servant of Zuhak saw what had happened, and 
mounting a swift horse brought the tale to his 
master: ‘`O king of a proud people, there are 
tokens that portend the fall of your fortunes. 
Three heroes have come from a strange land with 
an army. The youngest remains always between 
the two elder, his stature is that of a prince, his face 
that of a king. He carries a mighty club like a 
great rock, and he has seated himself upon the 
throne.’ 

Zuhak, in great haste, prepared to return with 
an army of divs and men. By devious ways he 
flung his army against the terraces and gates of the 
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palace, thinking of nought but vengeance. But the 
army of Faridun and the inhabitants of the town 
fought together in the battle, and their mass was 
like a mountain. 

Meantime rage incited Zuhak to further enter- 
prise. Covering himself from head to foot with 
armour, that none might know him, in the con- 
fusion he climbed unseen into the palace by means 
of a rope of sixty cubits. But he was recognized 
and pursued and, in his rage, leapt from the 
battlements to the ground. Faridun advanced, 
swift as the wind, and smote Zuhak with his club 
through his helmet to his head. But a faithful 
counsellor held his hand, saying, * His time is not 
yet come. He is broken but not dead. Let him 
be placed to spend the rest of his days in the depths 
of the rocks, where neither his friends nor his 
vassals can find him.’ 

So Faridun prepared thongs of lion skin, and 
bound Zuhak’s hands and feet and body, in such 
manner that a wild elephant could not have 
broken the bonds. He bore the monster, thus 
tightly bound, to the height of the lofty mountain 
of Damawand, and there, in a narrow bottomless 
chasm, he chained him. And there Zuhak remains 
suspended until the ill he wrought shall have 
vanished from the earth. 


[From the Shah-nama.] 


THE STORY OF THE SAILOR 
AND THE PEARL MERCHANT 


Ir is related that in the city of Basrah there was 
a man, Abu’! Fawaris, who was the chief of the 
sailors of the town, for in the great ocean there 
was no port at which he had not landed. One day, 
as he sat on the seashore, with his sailors round 
him, an old man arrived in a ship, landed where 
Abu’l Fawaris was sitting, and said: ‘ Friend, 
I desire you to give me your ship for six months, 
and I will pay you whatever you desire.’ ‘I de- 
mand a thousand gold dinars,’ said the sailor, and 
at once received the gold from the old man, who, 
before departing, said that he would come again 
on the next day, and warned Abu’l Fawaris that 
there was to be no holding back. 

The sailor took home his gold, made his ship 
ready, and then, taking leave of his wife and sons, 
he went down to the shore, where he found the old 
man waiting for him with a slave and twenty ass- 
loads of empty sacks. Abu’l Fawaris greeted him, 
and together they loaded the ship and set sail. 
Taking a particular star for their mark, they sailed 
for three months, when an island appeared to one 
side of them. For this the old man steered, and 
they soon landed upon it. Having loaded his slave 
with some sacks, the old man with his companions 
set out towards a mountain which they could see 
in the distance. This they reached after some 
hours of travel, and climbed to the summit, upon 
which they found a broad plain where more than 
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two hundred pits had been dug. The old man then 
explained to the sailor that he was a merchant, and 
that he had, on that spot, found a mine of jewels. 
‘Now that I have given you my confidence,’ he 
continued, “I expect faithfulness from you too. 
I desire you to go down into this pit and send up 
sufficient pearls to fill these sacks. Half I will give 
to you, and we shall be able to spend the rest of 
our lives in luxury.’ The sailor thereupon asked 
how the pearls had found their way into these pits, 
to which the old man replied that there was a 
passage connecting the pits with the sea. Along 
this passage oysters swam, and settled in the pits, 
where by chance he had come upon them. He 
explained further that he had only brought the 
sailor because he needed help; but he desired not 
to disclose the matter to any one else. 

With great eagerness then the sailor descended 
into the pit, and there found oysters in great 
numbers. The old man let down a basket to him, 
which he filled again and again, until at last the 
merchant cried out that the oysters were useless, 
for they contained no pearls. Abu’l Fawaris 
therefore left that pit, and descended into another, 
where he found pearls in great number. By the 
time night fell he was utterly wearied, and called 
out to the old man to help him out of the pit. In 
reply the merchant shouted down that he intended 
to leave him in the pit, for he feared that Abul 
Fawaris might kill him for the sake of the jewels. 
With great vehemence the sailor protested that he 
was Innocent of any such intention, but the old 
man was deaf to his entreaties, and, making his 
way back to the ship, sailed away. 

For three days Abu’l Fawaris remained, hungry 
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and thirsty. As he struggled to find a way out 
he came upon many human bones, and understood 
that the accursed old man had betrayed many 
others in the same fashion. In desperation he dug 
about, and at last he saw a small opening, which he 
enlarged with his hands. Soon it was big enough 
for him to crawl through, and he found himself in 
the darkness, standing upon mud. Along this he 
walked carefully, and then felt himself suddenly 
plunged to his neck in water, which was salt to 
the taste; and he knew that he was in the passage 
that led to the sea. He swam along in this for 
some way, till, in front of him, there appeared 
a faint light. Greatly heartened by the sight of it, 
he swam vigorously until he reached the mouth 
of the passage. On emerging, he found himself 
facing the sea, and threw himself.on his face to give 
thanks for his delivery. Then he arose, and a little 
distance from him he found the cloak which he 
had left behind when he set out for the mountain ; 
but of the old merchant there was no sign, and the 
ship had disappeared. 

Full of trouble and despondency, he sat down 
at the water’s brink, wondering what he was to do. 
As he gazed at the sea there came into view a ship, 
and he saw that it was filled with men. At sight 
of it the sailor leapt from his place; snatching his 
turban from his head, he waved it with all his 
might in the air, and shouted at the top of his voice. 
But as they approached he decided not to tell his 
rescuers the truth of his presence there; therefore 
when they landed and asked how he came to be on 
the island he told them that his ship had been 
wrecked at sea, that he had clung to a plank and 
been washed to the shore. 
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They praised his good fortune at his escape, and 
in reply to his questions with regard to the place 
of their origin, told him that they had sailed from 
Abyssinia, and were then on their way to Hindu- 
stan. At this, Abu’l Fawaris hesitated, saying 
that he had no business in Hindustan. They 
assured him, however, that they would meet ships 
going to Basrah, and would hand him over to one 
of them. He agreed then to go with them, and 
for forty days they sailed without seeing any 
inhabited spot. At last he asked them whether 
they had not mistaken their way, and they 
admitted that for five days they had been sailing 
without knowing whither they were going or what 
direction to follow. All together therefore set 
themselves to praying, and remained in prayer for 
some time. 

Soon afterwards, as they sailed, something in 
appearance like a minaret emerged from the sea, 
and they seemed to behold the flash of a Chinese 
mirror. Also they perceived that their ship, with- 
out their rowing, and without any greater force of 
wind, began to move at great speed over the water. 
In great amazement the sailors ran to Abul 
Fawaris and asked him what had come to the ship 
that it moved so fast. He raised his eyes, and 
groaned deeply as in the distance he saw a moun- 
tain that rose out of the sea. In terror he clapped 
his hand to his eyes and shouted out: ` We shall 
all perish! My father continually warned me that 
if ever I lost my way upon the sea I must steer to 
the East; for if I went to the West I would cer- 
tainly fall into the Lion’s Mouth. When I asked 
him what the Lion’s Mouth was, he told me that 
the Almighty had created a great hole in the midst 
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of the ocean, at the foot of a mountain. That is 
the Lion’s Mouth. Over a hundred leagues of 
water it will attract a ship, and no vessel which 
encounters the mountain ever rises again. I believe 
that this is the place and that we are caught.’ 

In great terror the sailors saw their ship being 
carried like the wind against the mountain. Soon 
it was caught in the whirlpool, where the wrecks 
of ten thousand ancient ships were being carried 
around in the swirling current. The sailors and 
merchants in the ship crowded to Abu’l Fawaris, 
begging him to tell them what they could do. He 
cried out to them to prepare all the ropes which 
they had in the ship; he would then swim out of 
the whirlpool and on to the shore at the foot of the 
mountain, where he would make fast to some stout 
tree. Then they were to cast their ropes to him 
and so he would rescue them from their peril. By 
great good fortune the current cast him out upon 
the shore, and he made the rope of his ship fast to 
a stout tree. 

Then, as soon as was possible, the sailor climbed 
to the top of the mountain in search of food, for 
neither he nor his shipmates had eaten for some 
davs. When he reached the summit he found 
a pleasant plain stretching away in front of him, 
and in the midst of it he saw a lofty arch, made of 
green stone. As he approached it and entered, 
he observed a tall pillar made of steel, from which 
there hung by a chain a great drum of Damascus 
bronze covered with a lion’s skin. From the arch 
also hung a great tablet of bronze, upon which was 
engraved the following inscription: < O thou that 
dost reach this place, know that when Alexander 
voyaged round the world and reached the Lion’s 
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Mouth, he had been made aware of this place of 
calamity. He was therefore accompanied by four 
thousand wise men, whom he summoned and whom 
he commanded to provide a means of escape from 
this calamitous spot. For long the philosophers 
pondered on the matter, until at last Plato caused 
this drum to be made, whose quality is that if 
any one, being caught in the whirlpool, can come 
forth and strike the drum three times, he will bring 
out his ship to the surface.’ 

When the sailor had read the inscription, he 
quickly made his way to the shore and told his 
fellows of it. After much debate he agreed to risk 
his life by staying on the island and striking the 
drum, on condition that they would return to 
Basrah on their escape, and give to his wife and 
sons one-half of what treasure they had in the ship. 
He bound them with an oath to do this, and then 
returned to the arch. Taking up a club he struck 
the drum three times, and as the mighty roar of it 
echoed from the hills, the ship, like an arrow shot 
from a bow, was flung out of the whirlpool. Then, 
with a cry of farewell to Abu’l Fawaris from the 
crew, they sailed to Basrah, where they gave one- 
half the treasure which they had to the sailor’s 
family. 

With great mourning the wife and family of 
Abu’l Fawaris celebrated his loss; but he, after 
sleeping soundly in the archway and giving thanks 
to his Maker for preserving him alive, made his 
way again to the summit of the mountain. As 
he advanced across the plain he saw black smoke 
arising from it, and also in the plain were rivers, of 
which he passed nine. He was like to die of hunger 
and weariness, when suddenly he perceived on one 
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side a meadow, in which flocks of sheep were 
grazing. In great joy he thought that he was at 
last reaching human habitation, and as he came 
towards the sheep, he saw with them a youth, tall 
in stature as a mountain, and covered with a 
tattered cloak of red felt, though his head and body 
were clad in mail. The sailor greeted him, and 
received greeting in reply, and also the question 
“Whence come you?’ Abu’l Fawaris answered 
that he was a man upon whom catastrophe had 
fallen, and so related his adventures to the shep- 
herd. He heard it with a laugh, and said: ‘ Count 
yourself fortunate to have escaped from that 
abyss. Do not fear now, I will bring you to a 
village.’ Saying this he set bread and milk before 
him and bade him eat. When he had eaten he 
said: * You cannot remain here all day, I will take 
you to my house, where you may rest for a time.’ 

Together they descended to the foot of the 
mountain, where stood a gateway. Against it 
leaned a mighty stone, which a hundred men could 
not have lifted, but the shepherd, putting his hand 
into a hole in the stone, lifted it away from the 
gateway and admitted Abu’l Fawaris. Then he 
restored the stone to its place, and continued his 
way. 

When the sailor had passed through the gateway 
he saw before him a beautiful garden in which were 
trees laden with fruit. In the midst of them was 
a kiosk, and this, the sailor thought, must be the 
shepherd’s house. He entered and looked about 
from the roof, but though he saw many houses 
there was no person in sight. He descended there- 
fore, and walked to the nearest house, which he 
entered. Upon crossing the threshold he beheld 
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ten men, all naked and all so fat that their eyes 
were almost closed. With their heads down upon 
their knees, all were weeping bitterly. But at the 
sound of his footsteps they raised their heads and 
called out ‘Who are you?’ He told them that the 
shepherd had brought him and offered him hospi- 
tality. A great cry arose from them as they heard 
this. ‘ Here’, they said, ‘is another unfortunate 
who has fallen, like ourselves, into the clutch of 
this monster. He is a vile creature, who in the 
guise of a shepherd goes about and seizes men and 
devours them. We are all merchants whom 
adverse winds have brought here. That div has 
seized us and keeps us in this fashion.’ 

With a groan the sailor thought that now at last 
he was undone. At that moment he saw the 
shepherd coming, saw him let the sheep into the 
garden, and then close the gateway with the stone 
before entering the kiosk. He was carrying a bag 
full of almonds, dates, and pistachio nuts, with 
which he approached, and, giving it to the sailor, he 
told him to share it with the others. Abu’l Fawaris 
could say nothing, but sat down and ate the food 
with his companions. When they had finished their 
meal, the shepherd returned to them, took one of 
them by the hand, and then in sight of them all, 
slew, roasted, and devoured him. When he was 
sated, he brought out a skin of wine and drank 
until ke fell into a drunken sleep. 

Then the sailor turned to his companions and 
said: ‘ Since I am to die, let me first destroy him ; 
if you will give me your help, I will do so.” They 
replied that they had no strength left; but he, 
seeing the two long spits on which the ogre had 
roasted his meat, put them into the fire until they 
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were red hot, and then plunged them into the 
monster’s eyes. 

With a great. cry the shepherd leapt up and 
tried to seize his tormentor, who sprang away 
and eluded him. Running to the stone, the 
shepherd moved it aside and began to let out 
the sheep one by one, in the hope that when 
the garden was emptier he could the more easily 
capture the sailor. Abu’l Fawaris understood his 
intention: without delay, he slew a sheep, put 
on the skin and tried to pass through. But the 
Shepherd knew as soon as he felt him that this 
was not a sheep, and leapt after him in pursuit. 
Abu’l Fawaris flung off the pelt, and ran like the 
wind. Soon he came to the sea, and into this he 
plunged, while the shepherd after- a few steps 
returned to the shore, for he could not swim. 

Full of terror the sailor swam till he reached the 
other side of the mountain. There he met an old 
man who greeted him, and, after hearing his 
adventure, fed him and took him to his house. 
But soon, to his horror, Abu’l Fawaris found that 
this old man also was an ogre. With great cunning 
he told the ogre’s wife that he could make many 
useful implements for her house, and she persuaded 
her husband to save him. After many days in the 
house, he was sent away to the care of a shepherd, 
and put to guard sheep. Day by day he planned 
to escape, but there was only one way across the 
mountain and that was guarded. 

One day, as he wandered in a wood, he found in 
the hollow trunk of a tree a store of honey, of which 
he told the shepherd’s wife when he went home. 
The next day, therefore, the woman sent her 
husband with Abu’l Fawaris, telling him to bring 
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home some of the honey; but, on the way, the 
sailor leapt upon him and bound him to a tree. 
Then, taking the shepherd’s ring, he returned and 
told the woman that her husband had given him 
leave to go, and that he sent his ring in token of 
this. But the woman was cunning and asked: 
“Why did not my husband come himself to tell 
me this?’ Seizing him by the cloak, she told him 
that she would go with him and find out the truth. 
The sailor, however, tore himself free, and again 
fled to the sea, where he thought that he might 
escape death. In haste and terror he swam for 
many hours, until at last he espied a ship full of 
men, who steered towards him and took him on 
board. Full of wonder they asked how he came 
there, and he related to them all his adventures. 

It happened by great good fortune that the 
ship’s captain had business at one place only on 
the coast, and that from there he was sailing to 
Basrah. In the space of a month, therefore, Abu’l 
Fawaris was restored to his family, to the joy of 
them all. 

The many dangers and sufferings of the sailor 
had turned his hair white. For many days he 
rested, and then, one day, as he walked by the 
sea-shore, that same old man who had before hired 
his ship again appeared. Without recognizing 
him, he asked if he would lend his ship on hire for 
six months. Abu’l Fawaris agreed to do so for 
a thousand dinars of gold, which the old man at 
once paid to him, saying that he would come in 
a boat on the morrow, ready to depart. 

When the ancient departed, the sailor took 
home the money to his wife, who bade him beware 
not to cast himself again into danger. He replied 
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that he must be avenged not only for himself, but 
also for the thousand Muslims whom the villainous 
old man had slain. 

The next day, therefore, the sailor took on board 
the old man and a black slave, and for three months 
they sailed, until they once more reached the island 
of pearls. There they made fast the ship on 
the shore, and taking sacks, they ascended to the 
top of the mountain. Once arrived there, the old 
man made the same request to Abu’l Fawaris as 
before, namely, that he should go down into the pits 
and send up pearls. The sailor replied that he was 
unacquainted with the place, and preferred that the 
old man should go down first, in order to prove 
that there was no danger. He answered that there 
was surely no danger; he had never in his life 
harmed even an ant, and he would of a certainty 
never send Abu’l Fawaris down into the pits if he 
knew any peril lay there. But the sailor was 
obstinate, saying that until he knew how to carry 
it out, he could not undertake the task. 

Very reluctantly, therefore, the old man allowed 
himself to be lowered into the first pit by a basket 
‘and a rope. He filled the basket with oysters and 
sent it up, crying out: ‘ You see, there is nothing 
to do harm in this pit. Draw me up now, for I am 
an old man and have no more strength left.’ The 
sailor replied, ‘Now that you are there, it were 
better if you remained there to complete your task. 
To-morrow I myself will go into another pit and 
will send up so many pearls as to fill the ship.” For 
along time the old man worked, sending up pearls, 
and at last he cried out again ‘O my brother, I 
am utterly wearied, draw me out now.’ Then the 
sailor turned upon him with fury, and cried out: 
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‘ How isit that thou dost see ever thine own trouble 
and never that of others ? Thou misbegotten dog, 
art thou blind that thou dost not know me? Iam 
Abu’l Fawaris the sailor, whom long ago you left 
in one of these pits. By the favour of Allah I was 
delivered, and now it is your turn. Open your 
eyes to the truth and remember what you have 
done to so many men.’ The old man cried aloud 
for mercy, but it availed him nothing, for Abu’l 
Fawaris brought a great stone and covered up the 
mouth of the pit. The slave too he overwhelmed 
with threats, and then together they carried down 
the pearls to the ship, in which they set sail. In 
three months they arrived at Basrah. There Abu’l 
Fawaris related his adventures, to the amazement 
of all. Thenceforward he abandoned the sea and 
adopted a life of ease. Finally he died, and this 
story remains in memory of him. And Allah 
knoweth best. 


[MS. Ouseley 231, fol. 167 ff.] 


THE TREASURE OF MANSUR 


THERE was once a prince of Baghdad, famed for 
his richness and the vastness of his treasures. He 
had one son, Mansur, whom he loved dearly, and 
whom he had reared with the greatest care. He 
engaged the wisest philosophers and the most 
learned tutors to teach him, so that he understood 
the languages of east and west. With the passage of 
time, the prince became aware that the day of his 
death was near. Therefore, summoning Mansur, 
he spoke to him as follows: * My son, I am about 
to depart and you will be left alone to deal with the 
great treasures which I bequeath to you. Spend 
it not except by measure, and ponder well on all 
you do.’ 

The next day the prince died, and Mansur 
mourned for him. So eager, however, was he to 
behold his father’s treasures that at the end of 
three days he cast off his mourning, and, taking the 
keys of the treasure-house with him, he made his 
way into it. He remained astonished at the sight 
of the gold and jewels which were heaped there, 
and thought to himself: ‘Why did my father 
warn me so earnestly, for here is more than I 
can ever spend?’ He therefore commanded his 
servants to bring out chests full of gold and jewels, 
and the next day he set about planning the building 
of gardens and palaces which would excel in 
splendour all that had ever been built before. His 
gardens were filled with the finest fruit-trees, and 
under each was set a couch of precious wood inlaid 
with gold and jewels. 
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Thus Mansur continued, until at last his treasure- 
houses were empty. By degrees he was compelled 
to sell his gardens and fine houses until only one 
remained, and soon he decided that he would sell 
this too. With the money he would buy merchan- 
dise and travel into foreign countries, where he 
could acquire wealth again. 

This he did. He sold his last house, loaded 
a caravan, and set out for Mosul, where he arrived 
after a long journey. He found it a fine city with 
splendid palaces and pleasant gardens, but his 
business there did not prosper. After a month he 
decided to travel farther to Syria, and accordingly, 
leaving Mosul with a caravan, he journeyed from 
city to city until Damascus wasreached. He found 
a town full of people, surrounded by beautiful 
gardens and containing many great buildings. 
Filled with delight, he remained in the town until 
his merchandise was all sold and the money he had 
obtained for it was all eaten up. Then he departed, 
leaving on foot with a caravan, and gaining 
a livelihood by bringing water for sale to merchants 
at any place where they alighted. 

It happened one day that he fell sick; his 
clothes were worn out and he had no money 
wherewith to buy food. Faint and weak after 
a long journey, he fell down in the bazaar of a town 
where he had arrived. A crowd gathered round 
him, and took pity on him when they saw that 
he was young and a foreigner. They offered him 
food and drink, but he refused it, until one, more 
wealthy and understanding than the rest, took 
him to the hammam, and gave him clothes and 
brought him to his house. There Mansur'ate and 
drank, and related his history to his benefactor. 
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When he had concluded, his host asked him 
whither he now intended to go, and he replied that 
he wished to go to Egypt. This kindly man, 
therefore, gave him a sum of gold for his journey 
and dismissed him, praying that God would favour 
him with fortune. 

Mansur set his face towards Egypt, and after 
a long journey arrived in the great city of Cairo. 
There he beheld a magnificent spectacle of great 
bazaars and rich shops; on every side were palaces 
reaching into the blue sky. On both banks of the 
Nile were fine buildings and beautiful gardens. 
For long he marvelled, and with the money that - 
remained to him he bought such delectable foods 
as his heart desired. Many days he wandered 
in the bazaars, beholding and marvelling at the 
people and the palaces. It happened that every 
day he passed by a place on the river-side where 
women draw water, and there was one that came 
regularly and greatly pleased Mansur by her 
appearance. One day he made acquaintance with 
her, and for several days afterwards he met her at 
the watering place. Then one day as he came she 
saw that he was downcast and gloomy, and, when 
she asked the reason, he told her that his money 
was almost at an end, and that he did not know 
how he was to live in the future. She said 
to him: ‘Many people pass by here bent on 
pleasure. Buy some fruits and sweetmeats and lay 
them in a tray or on the grass. I, too, will help you 
and give you food. When people sit down here to 
eat, enter into conversation with them, amuse 
them with witticisms and become friendly with 
them.’ Mansur approved of this plan. That very 
moment he departed, and brought fruits and sweets 
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and offered them to people that came down to the 
water. 

This he continued to do for some time, so that 
people became well acquainted with him and 
always bought from him, and every night he 
carried home a sum of money. One day, two 
Indians, richly dressed, came to sit down near him. 
They called to him to bring them some of his wares, 
and he set his tray before them. They made him 
sit down with them, telling him to remain with 
them to amuse them for the whole day, and not to 
go to any one else. Mansur said that he would 
place himself at their service, and sat down with 
them to eat and drink. 

Very soon the two Indians were drunk, and, 
holding out some gold dinars, told Mansur to play 
and sing and amuse them with stories. When at 
last they were too dazed with wine to hear more, 
they began to speak to each other in the Indian 
tongue, not knowing that Mansur could understand 
them. He heard one of them say, * The gold which 
we brought is finished, we must go out to-night and 
find sufficient for our needs.’ The other, however, 
replied: ‘No, I brought enough for a month.’ 
This filled Mansur with the thought that the two 
men must in some place have a store of gold, and 
he therefore determined to discover what further 
information he could concerning the two men, and 
so find out whence they got their gold and their 
wealth. He remained in their company until one 
hour after sunset, then taking up the aecoutrement 
which they had brought with them, they departed. 

Mansur hastened to his friend and told her that. 
he intended to go to his own lodging that night. 
‘The way is long,’ said he, ‘and if you havea 
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sword I pray yougiveittome.’ The woman gave 
him a sword, and Mansur hastened away in pursuit 
of the two men. He followed them outside the 
town and into the desert. There they sat down, 
and he heard them say to each other that they 
must go warily and see that no one followed them. 
Mansur at this crept into a hole which he found, 
fortunately for himself, for one of the two Indians 
turned back a little way to see if any one was 
about. Again they proceeded until they reached 
a certain tree, under which they halted. Mansur 
saw them engaged in digging for a little while, 
then suddenly they disappeared from view. Very 
cautiously he approached and at last he saw the 
mouth of a hole, and, inside it, a door. He was just 
about to descend, when one of the Indians appeared 
with a bag upon his back. As soon as he emerged 
Mansur sprang upon him with his sword and 
hacked off his head. The bag fell to the ground, 
but as Mansur was about to bend down to open it, 
the other Indian appeared, also carrying a bag. 
Swiftly Mansur turned upon him, sword in hand, 
and slew him too. Then he opened both bags and 
found them filled with pearls. 

In great haste he descended into the hole 
and beheld before him a vestibule, very long and 
dark. As he proceeded along it, it began to grow 
lighter, and he made his way towards the spot 
whence the light came. Soon he beheld an 
enormous palace, in the midst of which was a great 
fountain surrounded by ten gold pillars, orna- 
mented with jewels. By each pillar was set 
a jewel-encrusted throne and great vats full of 
jewels and wealth beyond counting. Being driven 
almost to madness by what he had seen, Mansur 
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rushed out into the open, locking the door after 
him. Then, taking up the two bags, which he had 
filled with gold coins, he made his way back to his 
lodging. 

The next day Mansur set about spending his 
newly-gotten wealth. Summoning his neighbours, 
he bought from them at a great price all the houses 
in that district, and there began to build a palace, 
the like of which no prince or vizier in all Egypt 
possessed. When it was completed, he had it 
spread with carpets befitting its richness. Night 
after night he went to the underground palace and 
brought back some of the treasure. But if one 
man had worked night and day for a thousand 
years he could never have completed the task. 

At last the people of Cairo began to talk among 
themselves about Mansur, and said: ‘ This Bagh- 
dadi, who used to sell fruits and sweets and to 
wander from tavern to tavern, 1s now richer than 
any one in Cairo, though there are many owners of 
great treasure here. Whence does he acquire all the 
wealth to enable him to build so fine a palace and 
maintain his household so lavishly ? Also, does 
he pay his due tenth to the prince of Cairo?’ This 
talk reached the ears of the chief of the police, who 
thereupon made his way to the palace of Mansur. 
He was amazed at the sight that met his gaze, and, 
turning to Mansur, he said: ‘ The people of this 
city remember that when you came here you were 
a beggar, but now your affairs have reached this 
prosperous state. Will you not inform me whence 
you have obtained all this wealth and splendour ? 
Whatever it be, I bid you tell me the truth.’ 
When Mansur asked him what office he held, he 
replied that he was chief of the police. This 

254 E 


98 THE TREASURE OF MANSUR 


alarmed Mansur greatly, and he was much agitated. 
The officer, however, told him not to be afraid, and 
added that if Mansur dealt generously with him, 
he in his turn would be generous also. ‘ How much 
must I pay?’ asked Mansur. When he was told 
a hundred dirhams of silver he laughed aloud, 
and offered a hundred dinars of gold, whereat the 
officer was much pleased, and said: ‘ Even if you 
have found a hundred treasures you are welcome 
to them, in so far as concerns me.’ 

Soon afterwards the story reached the ears of 
the vizier also. He summoned Mansur, and, 
treating him with great regard, said: ‘I under- 
stand that when you came here you were a beggar, 
penniless and friendless, but that now you have 
become possessed of great treasure. It has come 
to our sovereign’s ears that the royal dues are not 
being paid by you. I advise you therefore, my 
friend, to pay these dues; but, in addition, you 
may expend what you please.’ 

Upon hearing this, Mansur understood what 
was expected of him, and said: ‘I admit that 
I have found a treasure, but it is in a place where 
no man can cast an eye. I am a foreigner and will 
not pay a grain to the Sultan, even if he tears me 
limb from limb; but to you I will pay a thousand 
dirhams every day, and that is sufficient to defray 
all the expenditure of Cairo. I say this, however, 
on condition that you are content with what I pay 
and do not demand more.’ The vizier swore an 
oath that he would not demand more, thinking 
that if he slew Mansur he would derive no profit. 
He therefore dismissed him, saying: ‘For my 
part, if you have found a thousand treasures you 
are welcome to them.’ But he sent a messenger 
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to Mansur to bring back the first day’s pay- 
ment. 

Some time elapsed and then the story of the 
treasure was brought to the Sultan. He summoned 
the vizier and asked him concerning Mansur, and 
then he called Mansur before him. He treated him 
with great condescension, and said: ‘ Young man, 
if you discover to me this treasure which you have 
found, I will take but one fifth of it and leave the 
rest to you.’ Mansur replied: “ An oath has been 
laid upon me not to disclose my secret to a living 
soul, and if I were to be cut into a thousand pieces 
I would not speak of it. I will pay, however, daily, 
the sum of twelve thousand dinars in gold.’ The 
matter was thus arranged, and the Sultan bade 
the vizier to put on Mansur a robe of honour, and 
to publish his name abroad with great ceremony 
as a public benefactor. 

When Mansur had departed, the Sultan began 
to consider how great the treasure of Mansur must 
be if he could afford to pay twelve thousand dinars 
every day in addition to other great sums. He 
pondered long, therefore, on the means whereby 
he could lay his hands on the source of this wealth. 
As he sat thus engrossed in thought, a favourite 
slave-girl beheld him and asked what schemes 
possessed him. He told her what he had in mind, 
and she replied that she would gain for him what 
he desired. He promised that if she succeeded he 
would give her one of his palaces for her own, and 
would keep her with him always. 

Now it happened that Mansur’s custom was to 
sit in his courtyard every day, with a chest of gold 
by his side. Beggars and other needy persons 
came in streams to ask his aid, and, being given 
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what they desired, passed on. On the day after 
Mansur had visited the Sultan, a maiden joined the 
stream of people at Mansur’s house, and, as she 
passed by him, she uncovered her face and smiled 
at him bewitchingly, saying that she had a request 
to make in private. Mansur, greatly delighted 
with her beauty, bade her go into the house, and 
he followed. There he bade food and wine to be 
brought, and, while they ate and drank, Mansur 
became more and more enamoured of her. At last 
he asked what her need was, and she replied: ‘I 
have heard that you have found a rich treasure, 
and I am consumed with desire to behold it.’ 
Mansur laughed aloud at this, but after much 
persuasion he at last consented. He put ona cloak, 
took a sword, and bade the girl accompany him. 
When they arrived outside the city, he blindfolded 
his companion securely with a kerchief, and led her 
to the underground chamber. There he uncovered 
her eyes again and showed her all that there was 
to see. She was amazed at the sight, and said, 
‘Show me whence you obtain all the gold coins 
which you pay out every day.’ He pointed to the 
tank, which was full of gold coins up to two fingers’ 
breadth from the top. ‘ Here’, he said, ‘I have 
sufficient to last me the whole of my life, and need 
never touch the rest of the treasure.’ 

After going about for some time, Mansur and 
his companion desired to rest, and they proceeded 
towards an alcove where there stood a couch. As 
they entered they saw another couch on one side, 
and upon it a man asleep, with a maiden by his 
side. Over the head of the sleeping man hung a 
golden tablet, upon which was written: ‘I, that 
gathered all this treasure, took cities, and stormed. 
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fortresses, and overcame all mine enemies. When 
death descended upon me, this wealth was of no 
avail to me that created it. If it falls into the 
hand of any man, let him spend it lavishly, for it 
will not diminish. In me, that gathered it all, 
desires are at anend. Let him that beholds me be 
warned, and let him not be deceived by worldly 
wealth.’ 

After reading this Mansur looked again at the 
sleeping pair, and saw that they were dead. 
Around the dead maiden’s neck was a necklace of 
jewels. This Mansur unclasped and gave it to his 
companion, whose eyes he again covered with the 
kerchief. This time she cried out, and begged 
that she might be allowed to see where she was 
going. But Mansur asked her if she was tired of 
life that she spoke thus, and she remained silent. 

They then returned to the city, Mansur going 
to his home, and the slave-girl back to the palace. 
There she told the Sultan all that had occurred and 
confessed her failure. In great wrath thereat he 
told her to go back to Mansur, to whom he said he 
had presented her. When she arrived, Mansur bid 
her to rejoice, for he would deal with her a thousand 
times more graciously than ever her royal master 
had done. With great ceremony he married her, 
and with her lived long and happily. But, when 
he died, he told the secret of his treasure to no one, 
so that it disappeared from the world. 


[MS. Ouseley 187, page 187 (margin). ] 


THE PALACE OF NINE 
PAVILIONS 


THERE was once a king of Darband, named 
Karkin, famed for his goodness and power. He 
had but one sorrow, that he lacked a son. One day, 
while he was hunting in the forest, he was sorely 
wounded by a wild boar. As he lay dying he 
summoned his two viziers, Bihzad and Farsbahram, 
and told them, that if a son was born to him after 
he was dead, then that son should succeed him ; if 
not, then Bihzad should reign in his stead. 

Now Bihzad was a man full of ambition, and he 
decided that he would seize the throne even 
though the queen might bear a son. Immediately 
on Karkin’s death he proclaimed himself ruler of 
Darband, and, summoning Farsbahram, whom he 
appointed to be his vizier, told him to take the 
queen into a neighbouring forest, where there were 
many lions, and there leave her. Farsbahram 
obeyed, and led the queen away from the palace. 
Returning next day to see what had happened, 
he found her lying dead with a new-born infant 
beside her. The vizier, taking the child, wrapped 
it in part of its mother’s cloak, took pen and paper, 
and wrote its history; then, leaving the message 
and putting a necklace of jewels around the infant’s 
neck, he returned unseen to the palace. 

Soon afterwards a lion and lioness came upon the 
child, and, seeing it crying, took pity on it and fed 
it. They decided to keep it and bring it up with 
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their own cubs, and with them the babe grew until 
it was three years old. 

At that time there lived in Baghdad a rich 
merchant named Asad. On his way home with 
his servants one day, after a long journey, he 
arrived at the forest, and, finding it a pleasant 
spot, decided to spend the night there. He 
dismounted and sent out ten of his servants to 
bring him game. While they were away his men 
found the forest infested with lions, and returned 
in great fright to tell their master. Immediately 
Asad sent out a hundred servants, who went to the 
spot where the lions had been seen, gave chase, and 
finally killed all of them except one lioness. She 
was found to be carrying on her back a little boy, 
who, when they tried to take him away, burst into 
tears and clung to his foster-mother. When at 
length they succeeded in parting them and 
examined the child more closely, they found that 
he was wearing the necklace of jewels which had 
been put round his neck at birth and also the roll 
of paper, which had remained untouched. 

It can be imagined how great was Asad’s 
astonishment when he unrolled the paper and 
discovered how the child had been born in the 
wood. On reading his strange history, the mer- 
chant decided to bring him up with the greatest 
care; then, ordering his caravan to move on again, 
set out for Baghdad. The lioness followed quietly 
at a distance, not attempting to do any one any 
harm, and the child, seeing her, kept close to her, 
so that the people of the caravan, realizing their 
affection for each other, allowed them to travel 
thus until the end of the journey. 

On their arrival at Baghdad the lioness returned 
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to the forest. The merchant told his wife of his 
adventures, and of how he had found the king’s 
son. She was overcome with delight and lavished 
caresses upon the lad, and they decided to call him 
Shirzad, which means ‘ Lion-born’. So Shirzad 
grew to manhood, surrounded by all manner of 
luxury and gifted with many talents, but in 
complete ignorance of his royal birth. 

Turn we now to the wicked vizier Bihzad, who, 
when the queen had been taken away into the 
forest, thought himself secure and established 
himself upon the throne. 

It happened that Bihzad had a very beautiful 
daughter, to whom he gave the name Gulshad, 
and whom he loved very dearly. When Gulshad 
was grown up, her father called his vizier and said: 
‘I wish to build a fine palace for Gulshad, one 
which shall become famous throughout the world, 
and I desire you to find for me the most skilled 
craftsman possible to build it.’ The vizier made 
inquiries everywhere, and at last found in China 
a famous builder called Ti Fu, who consented to 
come to Darband. There he built an exquisite 
palace and surrounded it with a beautiful garden 
in which he placed nine pavilions, each named 
after the star under which it stood. In each of 
these pavilions the princess lived in turn, and 
often amused herself by riding on horseback with 
her friends. 

Now the merchant Asad at Baghdad was 
a hospitable man, and welcomed to his house all 
the men from foreign lands whose business brought 
them to the city. His greatest pleasure was to 
hear them tell of their adventures, and one day one 
of them told him of the palace at Darband, with its 
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nine pavilions. Shirzad was in the room when this 
was told, and at once the desire came to him to 
go to Darband to see this wonderful place. The 
merchant told him that he would shortly be going 
there, and would take him as his companion. 
Before long, they had laden their animals with 
merchandise and set off. At the end of several 
days’ march they arrived in the land of the king 
of Darband, and, by chance, dismounted exactly 
in the spot in the forest where Asad had first met 
Shirzad. 

One morning, when Shirzad went out into the 
forest with two or three slaves to hunt, he came 
upon a lion, which heslew. When he had penetrated 
still further into the forest he caught sight of 
a lioness, and was making ready to attack when 
he saw that she was approaching him without 
anger or thought of doing him harm. Shirzad soon 
recognized her as his foster-mother, and began to 
caress her. Finally, seating himself upon her back, 
he rode back again to the place where the caravan 
had encamped. His adopted father and his friends 
were much amazed at the sight, but Shirzad 
explained who the lioness was, and delivered her 
over to Asad. 

The next day Shirzad again set out on horseback 
into the forest, and it chanced that that same day 
the princess Gulshad herself had left her palace of 
Nine Pavilions, to hunt with her followers in the 
forest. The two companies made for the same spot 
among the trees, and espied each other from afar. 
As they approached, Shirzad could see several 
beautiful ladies, mounted on horseback and enjoy- 
ing the chase, while Gulshad, on seeing the com- 
pany of gallant horsemen, sent one of her officers 
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towards them to inquire who they were. The 
officer, on approaching the prince, saw in him a 
youth beautiful as the rising sun on a clear morning. 
He saluted him, and asked: ‘ Who are you, sir, and 
whence do you come ?’ Shirzad satisfied him with 
great frankness, and added: ‘I have told you very 
willingly who we are, and now I hope you in return 
will do me the honour to tell me who you are, who 
are these ladies whom I see, and what they are 
doing here.’ ‘These ladies,’ replied the officer, 
‘are the princess Gulshad, daughter of King 
Bihzad, and her followers, who have come here to 
hunt. The princess lives in a palace near by called 
the Nine Pavilions, to which belongs a famous 
garden. It is her pleasure every three days to 
ride out from the palace in pursuit of game.’ He 
ended his description with such great praise of the 
princess that Shirzad became possessed of the 
greatest desire to see and to become acquainted 
with her. 

The officer then withdrew, and returned to the 
princess to give an account of what he had learned. 
He spoke to her of Shirzad’s beauty, of his courtesy 
and his gracious bearing, in terms which enchanted 
Gulshad. She returned to the Nine Pavilions, and 
her thoughts were all that day occupied with 
Shirzad. Similarly Shirzad’s mind dwelt continu- 
ally on Gulshad, and each spent the night dream- 
ing of the other. 

The next day Gulshad again set out to hunt, and 
rode to the same place in the forest where she had 
seen Shirzad. There she dismounted. She ordered 
a feast to be prepared and commanded cup-bearers 
to serve only the finest wine in cups of purest silver. 

Shirzad, too, being full of desire to see the 
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princess again, in spite of his father’s words of 
caution against the dangers of the forest, set forth, 
and at last came to the spot where the princess 
was seated. She invited him to the feast, and he 
gladly joined her. When it was time to depart, 
Gulshad said to her guest : ‘ You must know that 
not far from here I have a dwelling-place com- 
parable only to an earthly paradise; it is known 
as the Nine Pavilions, and the world holds nothing 
more beautiful. Come with me and remain awhile.’ 
She urged him with kind words, and. at last he 
replied : ‘ Princess, your beauty rivals that of the 
Peris; when you command I must obey. To do 
your bidding overwhelms me with joy.’ So they 
mounted and rode away to Nine Pavilions. From 
the hour of their arrival their time was filled with 
brilliant assemblies, with feasts and joy and 
pleasures. And Shirzad, roaming through the 
palace, forgot, in his delight, the outer world. 

Now one of the princess’s gardeners was deeply 
in love with her, and, seeing Shirzad with her, was 
consumed with jealous rage. He determined to 
go and tell the king of what he had seen, so that 
this dangerous rival might be removed from his 
path. As soon as day dawned, he went to the 
palace in Darband and told Bihzad that a young 
man had arrived at the palace of Nine Pavilions, 
and was spending all his time feasting and revelling 
in the company of Princess Gulshad. 

The report inflamed Bihzad with anger. He had 
two faithful officers, one named Almas, the other 
Katmas; these he summoned, and said: ‘Go at 
once with this man to the palace of Nine Pavilions ; 
there he will point out to you a man whom I bid 
you arrest and bring back here, with his hands 


108 THE PALACE OF NINE PAVILIONS 


bound and a rope around his neck.’ At this 
command the two officers mounted their horses, 
and, with a formidable company of warriors, set 
out for Nine Pavilions. As soon as they had 
entered the garden, they perceived Gulshad and 
Shirzad conversing gaily together. Gulshad, 
catching sight of them, became very uneasy, 
whereupon Shirzad asked: ‘ What ails you, fair 
princess, why do I behold you thus distressed ? ’ 
* Alas,’ she replied, ‘ my father has been informed 
of your coming and has sent a company of horsemen 
here. I doubt not that they have come to seize 
you and carry you hence. Hasten, and I will lead 
you to a secret hiding-place.’ Shirzad, angered 
at this proposal, replied: ‘ How can you counsel 
thus? Bring me weapons, but go yourself to 
yonder pavilion and remain there in security.’ 
Gulshad thereupon gave him a suit of armour, 
buckled it upon him, and then withdrew. 

Shirzad, thus fully armed and prepared, saw 
Almas standing in the garden while Katmas 
approached to seize him. When Katmas came 
close to Shirzad, the prince, who had a goblet of 
wine in his hand, quietly finished drinking it, 
without appearing to take any notice of Katmas. 
That officer sprang at him, but the prince drew his 
sword and cleft him in twain. He then advanced 
on Almas, whom he dispatched in like manner. 
The other horsemen, on seeing this, turned and fled 
to inform the king, who, amazed at their report, 
called his vizier, and, having collected an army of 
a thousand fully armed men, rode at their head to 
Nine Pavilions. 

Gulshad, from the high terrace of her pavilion, 
saw the company in the distance and warned 
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Shirzad that a numerous army was approaching 
at a great speed, led by the king himself. She was 
full of fear at their coming, but Shirzad comforted 
her and said: < O you that are beautiful as the 
moon, be neither grieved nor disturbed ; am I not 
a match for all of these?’ ‘ But’, she replied, 
“how can you, who have only twenty or thirty 
slaves at your command, prevail against a thousand 
tried warriors?’ ‘ Have no fear,’ said Shirzad, 
“but bid your slaves bring here all the arms and 
weapons that are in the palace.’ This she did, 
bringing complete coats of mail and weapons, so 
that everything was ready for battle when the 
king arrived and marshalled his troops. In the 
garden of the palace was a fort, and Shirzad having 
placed his men in this, a long and fierce fight ensued. 
Meanwhile, when ‘two days had passed and 
Shirzad had not returned, Asad became very 
uneasy, and decided at last to set out in search of 
him with a strong force of armed men. They came 
at length to Nine Pavilions, where the battle was 
raging fiercely, and, falling upon the king’s men, 
soon put them to flight. Those who escaped fled 
to the city, shut the gates and barricaded them. 
Asad, after pursuing them for some space, returned 
to Nine Pavilions, where he decided to remain, for 
he found it very agreeable. Gulshad and Shirzad 
came forward together to greet him, and bade him 
bring his caravan to encamp there. The merchant 
was greatly pleased with the princess, and from 
his stores gave her many jewels and rich robes. 
Bihzad, full of grief at his ill-success, retired to 
his palace at Darband. His viziers and counsellors 
and the nobles of his kingdom gathered round 
him to console him and to offer their services. 
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Farsbahram, who was chief vizier, approached the 
king and said: ‘ Your Majesty, grant me per- 
mission to go and speak with this fierce enemy. 
I undertake so to beguile him, that I will make him 
reasonable and bring him to submit to your 
Majesty. The King consented. Farsbahram, 
therefore, came to Nine Pavilions and was admitted 
to the presence of Asad, who at once recognized 
him, though feigning ignorance. He remembered 
the history of Shirzad’s birth, and he knew from 
it that Farsbahram had written the account of it. 

The vizier saluted the merchant, and, greeting 
him with many compliments, said: ‘ Merchants 
are prudent and understanding men, for they have 
travelled over the whole world. You must surely 
know that your trading only prospers through the 
protection and goodwill of kings, with whom 
therefore it 1s not wise to quarrel. If you wish to 
succeed in your present enterprise, summon your 
son that we may all go together to pay our 
respects to His Majesty, and to place your son at 
his service; you will then be able to obtain 
everything that your heart desires.’ Many other 
things he said to persuade Asad, who then replied : 
‘ Vizier, I have several questions to ask of you. 
Firstly, do you know who this youthis?’ ‘Surely’, 
replied the vizier, “he is your son.’ ‘No,’ said 
Asad, ‘ he is the son of Karkin. It was he whose 
mother, by the order of Bihzad, was sent into the 
forest infested by lions. You arrived a few 
moments after her death and saw the babe. Taking 
pity on it, you wrote on a paper the details of all 
that had occurred, then rolled up the paper and 
made it fast with the necklace of jewels. Three 
years later, having occasion to travel through the 
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forest, I found my way blocked by lions. On the 
back of one of them the child sat. We attacked 
them, and captured the lion upon which he was 
riding. I took the collar from his neck, read what 
was on the paper, and have reared him under the 
name of Shirzad.’ l 

When he had finished his story, the merchant 
produced the jewelled collar. The vizier recognized 
it and threw himself at the feet of Shirzad in 
thankfulness for his preservation. Then, for the 
first time, Shirzad learned the story of his 
life. After its recital Farsbahram announced 
that he would go to Bihzad and inform him 
how matters stood, and would persuade him to 
give up the throne to Shirzad, who was the true 
heir. 

As soon as Farsbahram’s arrival at the palace 
was known, the king and the nobles gathered 
round him to hear his story. After recounting the 
history of Shirzad he added: ‘ This son of King 
Karkin to-day demands his throne and his crown, 
and swears to act nobly when they are given to 
him.’ When the vizier had given his account of 
what had occurred, many of the servants of the old 
king, and all the nobles, withdrew from Bihzad, 
who at last went humbly to Nine Pavilions to ask 
pardon of Shirzad. He agreed to transfer to the 
rightful king his throne and his royal authority, 
and to submit to all his wishes. At the same time, 
the nobles who accompanied him acclaimed the 
marriage of Shirzad with Gulshad. The new king 
was carried to the capital, where he was given the 
keys of the city, of the forts, and of the treasure 
houses, and he had new coins struck, with his name 
upon them. 
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The royal couple spent the first day in the 
pavilion dedicated to the moon, and passed their 
time in joy and pleasure. Towards the end of the 
day, Shirzad said to the princess: ‘ You know 
that your father slew my mother, and I must 
therefore be revenged upon him.’ Now, as may 
be imagined, Gulshad was anxious to deliver her 
father, so she consulted the stars concerning his 
destiny, and found that during the nine following 
days there would be a conjunction of the stars 
of evil influence against him, but that afterwards 
the position of the stars would change and be 
favourable. She therefore went to Shirzad and 
said to him: ‘*O Prince, may Allah prosper your 
life. I know that you have great power, but be 
advised that the pavilion in which we are now 
seated is devoted to the moon, and its influence is 
favourable to knaves and spies, as was proved by 
the case of the knave who carried off the king’s 
daughter by trickery.’ 

This roused the prince’s curiosity, and he said : 
“Tell me what happened to her.’ Whereupon 
Gulshad repeated to him the story of 


AKHTAR THE CUT-PURSE 


It is related that in Rum there was a king who 
had a daughter, Mahi Manzar, so beautiful that 
she delighted all who beheld her. One evening, at 
the close of a hot day, Mahi Manzar went upon 
the roof to breathe the cool air, and there she 
walked with her attendants. It happened that 
evening that on the roof of the bazaar near the 
palace, there was a youth named Akhtar, who 
gained his livelihood by knavery and roguery of 
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every kind. He saw the princess on the roof, 
at his first glance was entranced by her beauty, 
and determined to carry her off. He remained on 
the roof of the bazaar all night, contriving a plan, 
and slept at home all the next day. When night 
fell he procured a long rope in which he tied 
a noose, and, making his way to the palace, stood 
at the base of the wall, at the place where he had 
last seen the princess. 

He waited until it was very late, and when he 
saw that there were no more passers-by, he flung 
up his rope so that the noose was caught on one 
of the pinnacles on top of the wall. Very carefully 
and quietly he climbed up the rope and stepped 
on to the roof. There all was still, and he crept 
along until he came to a partition. He looked 
over this to see whether there was any one there, 
and to his dismay saw a sentry standing on guard. 
Akhtar crouched down in the shadow of the wall 
and lay concealed there, hoping that the sentry 
would fall asleep or go away, but as the first hour 
passed, and then a second and a third, the rogue 
decided to go home and try again the next night, 
having discovered at least that the princess’s 
chamber lay in that direction. He went back to 
his rope, slid down it, unlooped it from the pinnacle 
by a strong upward jerk, and then went home 
to wait. 

The next night he came again in the same 
fashion, but again failed. And so, night after 
night, he crept stealthily round the palace, schem- 
ing to find some way in, but for long he was 
unsuccessful. 

There came a day when it was announced at the 
capital that Mihr Asar, Prince of Tabriz, was 
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coming to ask the king for his daughter’s hand in 
marriage. The news made Akhtar desperate, but 
fortune was soon to favour him. The arrival of 
the Prince of Tabriz was celebrated by a great 
feast, to which all the notables of the city were 
invited, and with great ceremony the prince and 
princess were betrothed. That night Akhtar took 
his rope again, and, throwing it up, climbed on to 
the parapet of the princess’s chamber. The guards 
and sentries, as he had hoped, were all drunk with 
wine after the feast, and fast asleep. Clambering 
noiselessly down the steps into the courtyard of the 
palace, he made for the chamber where he knew 
the princess lay, and, creeping in, found her fast 
asleep. He held to her nose a powerful drug which 
assured that she should remain unconscious for 
some time, and then took her into his arms and 
carried her to the rope. He tied her to the end of 
it, climbed up himself, and, on reaching the roof, 
pulled her up after him. He then transferred the 
rope from the balcony to a pinnacle on the outer 
wall, let the princess gently down to the ground 
and climbed down after her. Once in the street he 
untied the rope, and, as fast as he could, made for 
the open country with his precious burden. 

He had gone about ten miles from the town and 
had laid the girl down to rest, when she opened her 
eyes, and finding herself in thick darkness, cried 
out in alarm for her attendants. The only reply 
she received was from Akhtar, who greeted her and 
said: ‘Have no fear.’ She arose, finding herself 
in the open and with a strange man standing over 
her. ‘ Where am I ?’ she asked. Akhtar replied: 
‘ O my dear one, I am Akhtar the Cut-purse. From 
the day when I saw you on the roof of the palace 
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I have loved you, and nearly died of longing for 
you. Now at last you have come into my possession, 
and I have carried you all night to this place. 
I pray you not to fear, and to count me your slave.’ 

The princess was utterly overwhelmed by this, 
but at last thought to herself: ‘ As he has carried 
me off by knavery, I must think of some stratagem 
which will enable me to escape from him.’ So she 
replied : < On the very day that you saw me, I saw 
you, and my heart desired you, but there has been 
no chance of meeting you. Now however that we 
have met, we cannot remain here amongst these 
mountains and caves. Let us go to some town and 
find a house in which to live.’ 

When Akhtar had approved of her suggestion 
the princess said: ‘ But I cannot travel along the 
road as I am, dressed as a woman. I must have 
man’s clothes, to prevent trouble on the way.’ The 
cut-purse again agreed. He tied Mahi Manzar’s hair 
into plaits and concealed it under a kerchief. Then 
he drew a man’s cloak around her and they set out, 
taking the road to Aleppo. 

For nearly a month they were on the way, and 
at last arrived at the outskirts of the town, where 
there was a caravanserai. The first night they 
stayed there and entered into conversation with 
an old man and his wife, who lived in the place. In 
the morning the princess said to Akhtar: ‘ The 
journey has made me feel faint. I will ask this old 
woman to make me some soup.’ ‘I will go to the 
town at once, said he, ‘ and bring something good 
to eat.’ He thereupon departed, and arrived at 
Aleppo just as the gates were opening. 

Now it happened that during the night an 
assassin had made an attack on the king of ‘Aleppo 
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and seriously wounded him. The royal guard and 
servants were therefore searching everywhere for 
the culprit, and they arrested every suspicious 
person whom they saw, in the hope of finding him. 
As soon as they saw Akhtar, who was dressed as 
a foreigner, they pounced upon him, and asked 
him to give an account of himself. They were not 
satisfied by his answers and were continuing to 
question him, when a Rumi, who had known 
Akhtar in Rum, came up and said: ‘J know him. 
He is Akhtar, a great rogue.’ The cut-purse was 
therefore taken away and thrown into prison. 

Two days later the king felt that his sickness 
was grievous and that he had no hope of life. His 
kinsfolk were summoned, and to them he spoke 
his last wishes. ‘I am dying,’ said he, ‘ and have 
no son to follow me. When I am dead, wait three 
days, and then go out early on the morrow, gather 
all the people together, and let loose my Arab 
greyhound. The first person whom it catches by 
the skirt is to be made king after me.’ 

The next day the king died, and for the three 
following days the city was in mourning. At dawn 
on the fourth day criers were sent out, and the 
whole populace gathered outside the city. An 
Arab greyhound was carried out, and the announce- 
ment was made that the first person whose 
clothes it caught after it was released should be 
made king. 

Amongst the crowd that gathered round the 
crier was the princess Mahi Manzar, still dressed 
as a man. When Akhtar had left her she had 
waited a little while, and then set out for the city ; 
but, seeing the crowd emerging, she had gone with 
it to see what was happening. 
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By some strange chance, as soon as the grey- 
hound was released, it made straight for Mahi 
Manzar and caught hold of her robe. The crowd, 
seeing an exceedingly handsome youth, carried 
Mahi Manzar off, according to the king’s will, and 
set her upon the throne and made her king, 
thinking that she was a man. 

Now though she was but a girl, Mahi Manzar was 
a king’s daughter and knew the ways of kingship 
and the value of justice and equity. Her first act 
was to command that throughout her kingdom all 
prisoners should be released, and in many other 
ways she set herself to gain the favour of her 
subjects, freeing them also from taxation for one 
year. 

Amongst those released from prison was Akhtar, 
who at once made his way to the caravanseral. Not 
finding the princess, he questioned the old man 
and woman about her, and they told him that she 
had left soon after him, and gone to the town. In 
despair, Akhtar, who had for safety’s sake disguised 
himself as a dervish, sought everywhere in the 
neighbourhood, but found no trace of the princess. 

But he was not alone in his search. On the 
morning after the princess’s disappearance from 
home, her parents and companions were filled 
with alarm when they could not find her. They 
made inquiries everywhere and discovered that 
Akhtar, the knave and cut-purse, had also left the 
city. It occurred to them that he might be 
responsible for Mahi Manzar’s disappearance, and 
so they began to search for him. Prince Mihr Asar, 
to whom the maiden was betrothed, took it upon 
himself to direct the search, saying that it most 
concerned him. With a hundred servants he left 
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the city and cast about for traces of the culprit. 
After several days they came within a short 
distance of Aleppo, and while looking about for 
clues, they started a gazelle. Mihr Asar at once 
went in pursuit, andfollowed it two or three leagues. 
The gazelle tired at last, and the prince, loosing off 
an arrow, shotit dead. He dismounted, picked up 
the gazelle, and went on his way. As he proceeded, 
he saw, seated under a tree, a man dressed as 
a dervish; so he again dismounted, greeted him, 
and sat down. Having entered into conversation, 
they lit a fire of wood and roasted the gazelle. 
When they had eaten, the prince lay down to rest 
putting his weapons under his head, and was soon 
asleep. 

When Akhtar, for it was no other, saw that he 
had the prince at his mercy, he leaped upon him, 
bound him so that he could not move, and, taking 
his cloak and weapons, seated himself upon the 
prince’s horse and rode off. Unluckily for him, 
however, Mihr Asar’s servants were then coming up 
in search of their master, and seeing the dervish 
upon the prince’s horse, they seized him, bound 
his hands together, and tied a rope around his neck. 
The rogue then confessed to them that he had 
stolen the horse, and that they would find the 
prince bound under a certain tree. At this they 
galloped on, taking Akhtar with them, and soon 
had the prince free and told their story. 

Driving the cut-purse in front of them with the 
rope round his neck, they reached Aleppo and made 
their way to the king’s palace. There the prince 
informed the vizier that he was a stranger to the 
city, that his betrothed had disappeared, and that 
he was searching for her. The vizier reported this 
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to his sovereign, who ordered that a handsome 
lodging was to be given to Mihr Asar, and every 
attention shown him. 

That day Mahi Manzar arranged a court to which 
the prince was summoned. There he told the whole 
of his story; how he had come to Tabriz and had 
been betrothed to the king’s daughter, how she 
had disappeared and he had gone in search of her, 
had met Akhtar the cut-purse, and arrived at last 
at Aleppo. 

After hearing the prince’s adventures Mahi 
Manzar ordered Akhtar to be brought in and com- 
manded him to give an account of himself. ‘ Tell 
me the entire truth,’ said she, ‘ or else I will have 
you hanged.’ The rogue in his turn recounted his 
doings from the time of having seen the princess, 
and confessed all, without concealing anything. 
Mahi Manzar then revealed herself, and ordered 
Akhtar to be led away. Then, with the least 
possible delay, she celebrated her marriage to the 
prince, whom she made king of Aleppo. And so 
farewell to them. 


Shirzad was much pleased by Gulshad’s story ; 
the execution of Bihzad was put off for that day, 
and the newly-wedded pair spent the remainder 
of it in feasting and merrymaking. On the second 
day they repaired to the pavilion of Utarid, which 
is Mercury, and there resumed the feast. But as 
he sat drinking wine, the wrong done to his mother 
came to the mind of Shirzad, and he gave orders 
that Bihzad was to be thrown from the roof of the 
pavilion in which they were. Gulshad was dis- 
tracted by news of this, and coming to the king, 
sat down by his side. 


120 THE PALACE OF NINE PAVILIONS 


Shirzad caressed her, saying: ‘ Do not let your 
heart be grieved. I must have vengeance upon 
your father for my mother’s death, for you know 
that the law demands retribution.’ 

She replied : ‘ May the king’s life and that of the 
empire be long. Itis known that everything which 
occurs is pre-ordained by fate, and the influence 
of the heavens regulates all below them. This 
pavilion in which we are now seated is devoted to 
Mercury, which is the protector of poets, writers, 
and soothsayers. The proof lies in the story of the 
necromancer who was born under the ascendancy 
of this star.’ 

Shirzad asked what that was, and the queen 
proceeded to narrate 


THE STORY OF AFZAL THE SOOTHSAYER 


It is recorded that in the city of Balkh there 
was once a soothsayer, Afzal, who was also a skilled 
magician. In soothsaying he was the foremost of 
his time, and by his art everything was revealed 
to him. He spent his whole time in the service 
of the king, who consulted him on all matters, 
and who thereby knew and understood all that 
was happening. 

One day the king from his private apartments 
sent for the magician, and told him to cast about 
and reveal what the day would bring forth. It 
chanced that the king’s daughter, Mihr Anduz, 
a maiden of surpassing beauty, entered the apart- 
ment and saw Afzal there, working with the sand 
which he used and making divinations and fore- 
casts. When he had finished she approached him, 
holding concealed in her hand a golden orange, 
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and said: ‘Cast about in the grains and divine 
what it is that I have in my hand.’ Afzal, reading 
the message, said: ‘ It is a golden orange.’ 

Now the soothsayer was greatly in love with the 
princess, and when she gave him the golden orange 
as a reward for his skill, he was delighted beyond 
measure; and when she asked him to teach her 
the art of sand-reading, he consented with great 
goodwill. Day after day, therefore, Afzal came to 
instruct the princess in magic. By the time she 
had learned sufficient of the art, and before Afzal 
left the king’s service, Mihr Anduz had discovered 
by the magician’s words and actions that he was 
in love with her. Although he now saw her no 
more, he kept his love, and when at last he realized 
that he could not succeed in his aim of winning 
her, he lost his reason, and wandered distracted 
through the town. 

News of Afzal’s madness was brought to the 
king, who ordered that he was to be taken to a 
wizard, who might treat him. So the magician 
was taken away, and after long treatment was 
cured of his madness, but his love remained, and 
indeed had greatly increased. At last he thought 
to himself that, in his present form, he could never 
hope to marry the princess, and so he devised 
a stratagem. 

He had a son, whom on his arrival home he 
summoned, and said: ‘I have a secret to reveal 
to you and a task which I wish you to perform. 
Out of it you will derive great benefit, and I 
too will thereby attain my desire. But you 
must guard the secret.’ The youth agreed to do 
everything his father wished, and the latter then 
said: ‘J am going to turn myself by magic into 
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a parrot. When I am in that form, put me into 
a cage and announce that your father has suddenly 
died. Then procure a coffin and bury it, and 
pretend to be in mourning, as the custom is, for the 
next forty days. At the end of that period take the 
parrot to the king, and say: “ This is a talking 
parrot to which my father taught the art of sooth- 
saying ; he can cast about in sand, and declare all 
that is to happen. Now, since my father has died, 
I have brought the bird to be the king’s servant.” 
Then hand me in the cage to the king, and he will 
certainly reward you handsomely.’ 

The youth carried out all that he was told: 
when the magician had transformed himself, he 
put the parrot into a cage, and two days later told 
his friends that his father had died. A coffin was 
prepared, and he himself closed it up. After the 
funeral he observed his forty days of mourning 
and received many condolences from the king and 
all the inhabitants of Balkh, who greatly regretted 
the loss of the soothsayer. When the forty days 
of mourning ceremonies were at an end, the sooth- 
sayer’s son came to the king, bringing the parrot in 
a cage, and, presenting it, said: ‘ This parrot was 
left by my father. It is a soothsayer, and I have 
brought it that it may be of service to your 
Majesty, for by means of its art it can reveal all 
that is hidden.’ 

The king set the parrot down in front of him and 
spoke to it, and the bird fittingly replied. Then, 
concealing something in his hand, the king said: 
‘ Divine what it is that I have in my hand.’ The 
bird from his cage asked for a board, and throwing 
sand upon it traced out what the king had taken 
in his hand. This pleased the monarch greatly, 


AFZAL THE SOOTHSAYER 123 


and he gave the soothsayer’s son a rich present 
and released him from payment of taxation, so 
that he returned home a wealthy man and became 
a person of importance. When he had gone, the 
king took the parrot to his daughter and said: 
‘ Afzal has died and has left this parrot; it is 
a soothsayer, and can declare all that is happen- 
ing.’ The princess in her turn tried the parrot, and 
was delighted to receive a correct reply. She kept 
the bird by her constantly and took it into her 
sleeping chamber. Inthe night the magician broke 
out of the cage, turned into his ordinary form, and 
going up to the sleeping princess kissed her, then, 
seeing that she was about to wake, changed 
himself back again and returned to the cage. 

The princess on waking looked round, but could 
see no one, and went to sleep again. In the 
morning she told her sister what had happened, 
and both were puzzled at the mystery; nevertheless 
they decided to tell no one. The next night and 
the next the parrot broke out of the cage and kissed 
the princess, each time returning before she could 
see him. At last she put the parrot before her and 
said: ‘I wish you to cast about in the sand and 
tell me what you see there. Hide nothing from me 
and tell me the truth.’ 

The parrot of course knew what troubled her, 
and casting about in the sand said: ‘ The son of 
the king of the Peris is in love with you, and has 
several times come and embraced you.’ ‘I bid 
you tell this to no one,’ said the maiden; and the 
parrot promised to keep the secret. 

The next night the princess remained awake but 
lay very still. Hearing a sound she looked round 
in the direction from whence it came, and saw 
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the parrot come out of the cage and suddenly 
appear as a handsome young man, superbly dressed. 
In alarm she cried out: ‘ Who are you?’ and he 
answered: ‘ I am the son of the king of the Peris. 
I have loved you now for three years and have 
never yet succeeded in my desire to declare my love 
for you; so I transformed myself into a sooth- 
saying parrot and came here to fulfilmy wish. Now 
I have changed back to my own form.’ 

The princess at once fell in love with the comely 
youth standing before her in the moonlight. They 
talked for many hours and arranged that he should 
live near her as a bird in his cage, and only resume 
his own form when no one was about. 

Some time later, the king of Merv conceived the 
idea of asking for Mihr Anduz as a wife for his son, 
and he sent his vizier with a rich present to Balkh. 
On reaching the outskirts of Balkh the vizier sent 
a message to announce to the king of Balkh that the 
vizier of the king of Merv was approaching. The 
monarch ordered that he was to be received with 
all due honour, and the next day the vizier was 
brought before him and presented his master’s 
gift and a letter. When he had read the letter the 
king said: ‘There has always been friendship 
between us, and now this will be a fresh sign of our 
goodwill; therefore I gladly consent.’ 

When the king returned to his own apartment, 
he told the queen what had occurred. Mihr Anduz 
soon heard news of it too, and was greatly troubled, 
for it portended much humiliation for her. So she 
turned to the parrot for help and asked what she 
wastodo. The parrot replied: ‘Do not grieve, and 
set your mind at rest. You must leave the palace 
with the vizier, only, when you go, take me with 
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you, and leave all else to me.’ So the princess was 
consoled. 

Some time later, when all the necessary prepara- 
tions for the wedding had been made, the princess 
set out with the vizier for Merv, and the king came 
out to welcome her and to escort her to the palace. 
For a whole week the city was decorated and its 
inhabitants feasted, and with great pomp Mihr 
Anduz was married to the prince Farrukh Ruz. 
Immediately after the wedding, the parrot, by his 
power of wizardry,threw the prince into a trance, so 
that he lay as one dead. The whole of the court 
was greatly dismayed at this, for all the art of the 
physicians was of no avail. At last, after ten days 
of ceaseless effort, the queen remembered that not 
far from the city there lived a sorceress, whose 
advice she sought. The sorceress heard the story, 
and undertook to come and set the matter right. 
So all together returned to the prince’s palace to 
effect the cure. While they were resting from their 
journey, the sorceress saw the parrot, and at once 
recognizing that it was a magic bird, she rose and 
left the house, accompanied by the vizier. To 
him she said: * All the trouble has been caused by 
that parrot. I will transform myself into a cat. 
You go into the house, call the parrot to you and 
make it divine by means of sand. Keep it occupied 
until I come in, so that I can bite off its head and 
killit. Its magic will then be entirely undone, and 
the prince will recover.’ The vizier did as he was 
bid, so that the bird was employed in divining 
while the cat entered quietly from behind. In a 
moment the animal had pounced upon the parrot 
and killed it. As it died, the bird-like form 
disappeared, giving place to the lifeless body of a 
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man, while the prince at once awoke from his 
trance. 

As soon as she saw this, the princess realized 
how she had been deceived by Afzal, and she 
commanded that the body be taken out and buried 
and that the wedding celebrations should be 
resumed. 


When Gulshad had told the story, Shirzad, in his 
pleasure at it, forgot the punishment of Bihzad ; 
and on the third day they took up their abode in the 
pavilion of Zuhra, which is Venus, and were sitting 
joyously feasting, when Shirzad remembered again 
his plan of avenging his mother. Once more he sum- 
moned his servants and told them to bring Bihzad 
and cast him from the roof of the pavilion. Gulshad 
heard the order given, and seating herself by the 
king’s side, she said: “ Your majesty, the pavilion 
in which we are now seated is under the protection 
of Venus, and is devoted to love and pleasure. No 
injustice or bloodshed can be wrought here. The 
pavilion is made for the harp and the lute and the 
rebeck, as is proved by the story of the harpist 
over whom Venus exercised her influence.’ ‘ What 
was that ?’ asked Shirzad, and the princess began 
the story of 


NAHID AND HER HARP 


It is related that in the town of Kirman there 
was a girl, Nahid, who played upon the harp. Her 
beauty was superb and her skill in playing excelled 
allin her day. She had two attendants, both good 
to look upon, one Mihr and the other Mushtari, 
one of whom played the lute and the other the 


NAHID AND HER HARP 127 


harp. Now although Nahid was not married, she 
had many suitors, for the fame of her beauty and 
of her talents had spread abroad in the world, so 
that when she played or sang, crowds of merry- 
makers gathered round her. 

One day the king of the peris, being about to 
celebrate his wedding, prepared a great feast, and 
decided to have human minstrels at the festivities, 
which were to last for several days. The fame of 
Nahid having reached him, he summoned one of 
his peris, and said: ‘Go to Kirman and bring 
me Nahid.’ The peri at once appeared in Kirman, 
and went to Nahid’s house. There he found the 
musicians singing and playing before a great com- 
pany in the courtyard; so, changing himself into 
a nightingale, he perched on the branch of a tree. 
When Nahid began to sing, the nightingale too 
burst into song and followed Nahid note by note, 
until all the company were amazed at the sweetness 
of the bird’s melody. While they all stood gazing 
at it, the nightingale flew down from its branch, 
snatched up Nahid and her harp, bore her aloft, 
and disappeared. The people cried aloud in dismay 
atthe sight, and scattering in all directions searched 
for Nahid, but in vain. 

Meanwhile Nahid was carried to the abode of the 
peris, and set down in the midst of their assembly. 
All around her in the apartment, she heard voices, 
but was alarmed to find that she could see none of 
the speakers. As she stood there, one of the peris 
approached, and rubbed upon her eyes some of 
Solomon’s collyrium, which enables mortals to see 
treasures in the earth. Immediately, she beheld the 
whole assembly of peris, in the midst of whom was 
a throne of gold, and, seated upon it, she saw 
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a maiden, radiant as the sun, who rejoiced at the 
scene of revelry, for all the peris were singing and 
laughing. 

Nahid felt exceedingly ill-at-ease and strange 
in this company, and scarcely knew what to do. 
Meantime, the peri who had carried her off 
brought her harp to her, but she was distraught 
by her fears, and paid no attention to it. Seeing 
her thus, the peri maiden who was seated upon the 
throne summoned Nahid to her and tried to soothe 
her. ‘We only desire you to be here with us during 
our festal days,’ she said. ‘ After that we will take 
you whithersoever you desire.’ The harpist was 
reassured at this, and taking her harp, she began 
to play, so that her music delighted the peris, who 
acclaimed her loudly. For three days of feasting she 
remained there, singing and playing, and then 
turning to the maiden on the throne, she said: 
‘ Now that the feast is at an end, let me return to 
my own home. My friends have no news of where 
I am or of what has become of me. They do not 
know whether I am dead or living.’ The peri 
replied kindly, and thus reassured, Nahid asked 
that she might take with her from the land of 
the peris something unknown amongst mortals, 
and so be able to give a token of the place where 
she had been. 

At this the peri summoned one of her attendants 
and commanded that a certain casket be brought. 
This she opened and showed Nahid four fruits that 
lay inside. ‘These fruits’, said she, ‘are such 
that if aman and woman each eat of them, the man 
becomes a woman and the womana man. Then, 
if they eat the remaining fruits, they will regain 
their original forms.’ She then gave the four fruits 
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with the casket to Nahid, put a rich robe on her 
shoulders, and handed her over to the charge of 
the same peri who had brought her. 

Nahid returned to her own house at Kirman in 
the twinkling of an eye, and when she entered the 
house she found her companions and friends in 
mourning for her; since, having sought for her for 
several days after her disappearance and having 
found no trace of her, they had assumed that she 
was dead. They were astonished as they sat there, 
to see Nahid appear as if from nowhere, laden with 
a great array of treasures. Filled with joy at her 
return, they greeted her and danced round her in 
welcome. 

The story of Nahid’s adventure soon spread 
over the whole world. It became known how the 
peris had carried her off, how she had sung and 
played at the peri king’s wedding, and how she had 
returned laden with gifts. Before long the story 
reached Ispahan, Persia’s capital, and the talk 
was of nothing but Nahid and her playing and 
singing. 

Now the Shah of Ispahan had a son, Jamshid, 
who spent all his time in pleasure, and who sought 
the acquaintance of every beautiful woman in the 
land. The fame of Nahid awoke in him the desire 
to meet her, and at last, taking a large sum of gold 
from his father’s treasury, he set out for Kirman 
with twenty servants. After travelling for some 
time he arrived at his destination, sought out 
a lodging, and when he had settled his household, 
accompanied by a servant he made his way to 
Nahid’s house. A slave announced that Jamshid, 
son of the Shah of Ispahan, had come on a visit, 
and Nahid ordered that he was to be admitted. 

254 F 
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When he entered, she greeted him with the utmost 
graciousness, and Jamshid, delighted with her 
beauty and charm, there and then fell in love with 
her. While they conversed a great feast was pre- 
pared, and soon they sat down to eat and drink. 
Cup-bearers of surpassing loveliness handed round 
ruby red wine, and in music and feasting they 
passed the whole day. 

Early the next morning the prince again visited 
Nahid, bringing with him Ispahan robes of cloth 
of gold, and jewels. Again they feasted, and when 
night came Jamshid departed, more enraptured 
than ever, but having as yet found no opportunity 
of declaring his love. For ten days this continued ; 
then at last Nahid said to him: ‘I know, Prince, 
that your heart inclines towards me, and by your 
conduct you have shown that you love me. If we 
can be married with your father’s goodwill, then 
I will consent to go with you.’ 

These words delighted the prince beyond 
measure, and summoning the khatib, he was 
wedded to the harpist. All that day there was 
drinking of wine and feasting and rejoicing. In 
the midst of the merriment Nahid remembered the 
four fruits in the casket, and decided in jest to try 
them. Squeezing the juice of one into a goblet, she 
gave it to her husband to drink, but she did not tell 
him what it was; then she drank the juice of 
another. Immediately their outward form was 
changed, Nahid assumed the body and garments 
of Jamshid and the prince those of Nahid. Jam- 
shid was not only frightened but enraged at the 
change, and at last when he found that he still 
remained outwardly a woman, he fell into a deep 
despondency though Nahid did her best to comfort 
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him. So they lived for about a year: then, one 
day, there came a letter from Ispahan saying 
that the king, Jamshid’s father, had died, leaving 
his throne and kingdom to his son, and that the 
prince must return to Ispahan without delay. 
Jamshid was deeply distressed at the news, but 
decided eventually that he must go and claim 
his throne, even if it were in his present guise. 
Now Nahid had a secret desire to be ruler of 
Ispahan herseli, and so consented eagerly to go 
with her husband. After the necessary preparations 
they set out, and all the way Jamshid pondered 
how he was to explain his present womanly form. 
Day and night his thoughts were of nothing but 
this, and he prayed to be restored to his former 
self. One night in a dream he saw a peri who 
approached him and told him of a certain place 
where a casket was concealed. ‘Take it and open 
it,’ she said, * and you will find two fruits. Squeeze 
each into a goblet; then when you are about to 
retire to sleep, drink one cup yourself and make 
Nahid drink the other, and each of you will be as 
you were before.’ 

When Jamshid awoke he was filled with new 
hope. Secretly he sought out the casket, and 
taking the fruits, squeezed the juice out of them. 
That night, when Nahid was asleep, he drank the 
juice of one fruit, and at once was a man again in 
form and strength, and then, going quietly to his 
wife, he forced open her mouth, and poured the 
juice down her throat. Immediately Nahid awoke, 
again a beautiful woman. She was surprised and 
greatly disappointed at what had happened, and 
demanded to know what Jamshid had done. The 
prince explained his dream and how he had found 
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the fruits; whereupon Nahid confessed how she 
had first brought about the transformation and 
asked for forgiveness. The prince was so pleased to 
be himself again, that he forgot to be angry, and 
soon afterwards they reached Ispahan, where they 
lived together as king and queen in great prosperity. 


When Gulshad had finished her story, Shirzad, 
who had been much amused and pleased at it, 
commanded that a feast should be prepared, then 
again in feasting and revelry the punishment of 
Bihzad was forgotten. The next day they went to 
the fourth pavilion, which was dedicated to the 
sun, and there feasted again. 

When Shirzad had drunk his fill of wine he 
remembered the matter of his mother and Bihzad, 
and sent a slave to bring the vizier and avenge his 
mother’s death. Gulshad then came and sat down 
by the prince’s side. ‘QO prince,’ said she, * to-day 
we are in the pavilion of the sun, whose influence 
works in strange ways, as in the matter of the king 
of Nishapur and his wonderful adventure.’ 

: What was that?’ asked the prince, “and how 
was the king released from the sun’s influence ? ’ 
Thereupon Gulshad began the story of 


KHURSHID AND THE WHITE GENTE 


It is related that at Nishapur there once lived 
a king named Khurshid, who was beloved by all 
his subjects. He was young and generous and 
delighted in justice. One day whilst out hunting 
he saw an enormous boar, and at once set off in 
pursuit, shouting out to his attendants to follow 
him. The boar leapt in and out among the trees 
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with the king hard upon its track, but he never 
came near enough to spear it. The followers one 
after another dropped behind with weariness, but 
Khurshid still kept on, until at last he too was 
compelled to dismount in order to rest his horse. 
By that time the animal had escaped into the dis- 
tance, and the king, finding himself upon a lonely 
mountain-side, determined to turn back. He soon 
found, however, that he had utterly lost his way, 
and so decided, since it was rapidly getting dark, 
to spend the night beside the first stream that he 
saw, and there rest both his horse and himself. 
With the dawn, Khurshid mounted his horse 
and began to climb the mountain, in the hope that 
when he reached the top he could discover where he 
was, and so choose the best road home. Butas he 
made his way up, he suddenly came upon a white 
marble reservoir set in the earth, with a marble 
bench carved out of the same piece of stone set 
by the brink. The king, much amazed, advanced 
and looked into the water. It was clear as 
crystal, but so deep that the bottom could not be 
seen. Thinking to try the depth of it, the king 
picked up a stone and threw it in. Instantly there 
was a piercing shriek, and the king felt himself 
seized and dragged down and down through the 
water. So swift was the motion that he lost his 
breath, and finally became unconscious. When he 
came to himself, he found that he was in a great hall 
of white marble, so lofty that the roof could not be 
seen. Ona throne before him he saw a white genie, 
who looked at him savagely and asked : “ Who are 
you, and what do you here? Do you not know that 
this is my home, and I forbid the presence of any 
human?’ Khurshid answered in alarm that he 
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had been hunting and lost his way. When he had 
finished speaking, the genie said: * You need not 
fear death here, if you agree to one condition. I 
never yet felt what it is like to be a king on earth, 
and I wish to try. Give me your clothes, and I 
will go to Nishapur to reign in your stead. You 
will stay here to guard my treasures.’ 

The unfortunate Khurshid stripped off his 
clothes and handed them over to the genie, who put 
them on, and, modelling his features to resemble 
the king’s, vanished out of his sight. 

For a long time Khurshid remained where he 
was, sunk in deep grief at his misfortune. But after 
several hours he began to feel very hungry, so set 
out in search of food. All around the great hall 
were numerous doors, and he stood uncertain, not 
knowing which to try first. Going at last to the one 
straight before him, he opened it, and found him- 
self in a large apartment in which a sumptuous 
meal was all ready set out. Khurshid approached, 
and seating himself, ate ravenously, finding each 
dish more delicious than the last. When he had 
satisfied his hunger he looked for something to 
drink, but he saw neither water, milk, nor wine. In 
one corner of the room, almost concealed by a thick 
hanging, was a tiny door. Going to it, Khurshid 
opened it, and saw that it led into a long corridor, 
draped with tapestries and with a magnificent 
crimson carpet running its whole length. He 
stepped in, and for many minutes walked along it, 
looking for some other door. At last, set in a corner 
at the very end, he found one, and, passing through 
it, entered a beautiful domed chamber. In the 
midst of it was a throne, and lying upon it was a 
golden crown which the white genie had left there. 
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The king, amazed at the splendour of all he saw, 
walked round the chamber to admire the flashing 
gems set in the walls. On his way round he came 
to another door, and, impelled by his thirst, opened 
this and found himself in a long vaulted gallery 
made of white crystal. Along this he walked for 
the greater part of an hour, almost overcome by 
thirst. In the distance he saw yet another door 
and ran hard towards it. It opened of its own 
accord at his approach and he passed through into 
a superb garden. Onall sides were fruit trees laden 
with the most delicious fruits, and little streams of 
clear water ran in all directions over beds of jewels. 
Khurshid threw himself down and drank his fill 
-and rested. Then he rose and walked about in 
this enchanting spot, picking the fruit from the 
trees and eating it as he went. Night came at last 
and he lay down under a tree, and being very 
weary, soon fell into a deep sleep. 

When day dawned, Khurshid awoke and spent 
a long time bathing leisurely in the stream and 
making his breakfast on the many fruits that he 
saw. As he walked slowly along, a great palace 
came into view, and towards this he made his way. 
On approaching he saw that it was built of white 
marble, and that for windows it had emeralds and 
rubies of enormous size. He entered, to find him- 
self in a magnificently hung chamber in which stood 
a couch, and upon it sat a ravishing damsel. ‘She 
did not move at his entry, and he was amazed at 
this until he observed that she was bound hand 
and foot. At his greeting she replied pleasantly 
and invited him to be seated and to tell her how 
he had come there. ‘Do you not know’, said 
she, “that this is the abode of the white genie, 
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and that entry is forbidden to the children of 
men ?’ 

The king in reply recounted his adventure from 
beginning to end, and then turning to the damsel 
he asked: ‘ But how is it that you are here, why 
are you bound, and who are you?’ ‘I am’, she 
replied, ‘ the daughter of the king of the genii, and 
in our own kingdom I was famed for my beauty. 
One day, when I was walking in my father’s garden, 
the white genie suddenly appeared, carried me off, 
and brought me here, where he keeps me bound 
and powerless to escape. He gives me everything 
that is necessary to life, and indeed I am sur- 
rounded by every luxury, but 1 am entirely alone 
here and for months I have not spoken to any one, 
so that I am saddened and miserable. But your 
arrival fills me with hope. I flatter myself that you 
will stay here at least a little while in my company, 
so that we may talk of escape.’ 

Dazzled by her beauty. Khurshid promised to 
remain as long as she wished, and not to rest until 
he had found the means of rescuing both her and 
himself. ‘I am sad’, said he, ‘to think who we are, 
and how far we are separated from our homes and 
our friends. But I do not know what our destiny 
is, whether there is any hope at all of our escape 
from this place, or whether we are condemned 
to stay here for ever.’ ‘There is one means,’ replied 
the *princess, ‘ which I have been afraid to try 
alone, but which, now that you are here, may lead 
us both to safety. Near here is a gallery which 
runs far underground. It is utterly dark and black, 
and no ray of light penetrates there. At the end 
of it there is a round chamber where, in the very 
centre, hangs a mirror. Upon this mirror there is 
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inscribed in magic characters the spell which keeps 
us both here, and which, if read, reveals the secret 
of the power of the white genie. Once you have 
the glass in your hand, you must look into it edge- 
wise, and then you will be able to read what is 
written on it. Also, if you look through it in this 
way, the genie will at once resume his old form 
and will fall into your power so that you can kill 
him. But, to succeed, you must have the mirror 
always in your hand when you deal with him.’ 

The king was delighted at this, and asked her to 
tell him at once where the mouth of the under- 
ground passage was. She described it carefully, 
and Khurshid at once departed. In the wall 
immediately behind the couch was fixed a large 
green stone. On Khurshid’s pressing it, it moved 
round, as the princess had said, and he found 
himself plunged into thick darkness. Slowly and 
carefully, not knowing what to expect, he made 
his way for hours along it. At last, seeing a tiny 
spot of light in the air, he knew that he was in the 
round chamber, and that the mirror was shining at 
him. With a great leap he seized and plucked it 
down, and then, as quickly as possible, made his 
way back to the princess’s chamber and the light. 
There he saw that on its face were written magic 
symbols, and, holding it sideways, he found that 
he could read them. He called them out aloud and 
immediately the bonds fell from the princess, and 
she was free to walk and move about. 

Together they left the palace and the garden, 
going back by the same way that Khurshid had 
come. They soon reached the dwelling of the white 
genie, and there rested for a short time. Then the 
princess of the genii took the king by the hand 
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and pulled him after her out of the reservoir. 
Once on land again the princess led the way to 
Nishapur. 

When they reached the outskirts of the city, 
Khurshid decided to leave his companion outside 
for a time while he entered. ‘ There’, he said, 
“I will see my people, find out how matters 
stand, and obtain news of the genie. I can then 
make my plans accordingly, and will return for you 
here.’ The princess agreed to this proposal, and 
Khurshid departed. He entered the town and 
made straight for the house of his vizier. There 
he said to the servants: ‘Go to your master and 
tell him that a stranger has arrived with news 
which will rejoice him, and that he wishes to speak 
with him.’ 

One of the servants soon came back with the 
message that the vizier would see him, and ushered 
Khurshid into his master’s presence. The king 
having saluted the vizier, who replied without 
showing any signs of recognition, asked him who he 
was and what matter brought him there. Khur- 
shid could not restrain himself at this. and cried 
out, * Vizier, do you not know me ? And have you 
forgotten me so soon % ’ 

The vizier was astonished at this, but what he 
had heard set his mind working. He remembered 
that ever since the person, whom all had taken to 
be Khurshid, had returned from the hunting 
expedition, he had been strange in his manner. 
He appeared to have forgotten in a moment all 
the business of the state. He scarcely knew his 
ministers, and utterly forgot to acknowledge and 
recognize his own favourite slave. ‘Perhaps’, 
thought the vizier, as he looked at Khurshid, ‘ this 


KHURSHID AND THE WHITE GENIE 139 


is really our king Khurshid, and the other some 
usurper.’ ‘Tell me then howit is that you are not 
on the throne,’ said he. ‘Surely you must be mad 
to speak so, when we know that the king is at this 
very moment in his palace?” Khurshid then told 
him his adventures: ‘ He that now sits on the 
throne is a white genie, who has usurped my 
appearance by magic. He seized my clothes and 
came here, while he kept me imprisoned in his 
own abode, until I found a way to escape.’ By 
means of the mirror Khurshid then resumed his 
own appearance before the eyes of the astonished 
vizier, who thereupon approached him, and, 
kneeling before him, asked for forgiveness, and 
assured the king of his loyalty. 

The next day the vizier summoned all the great 
nobles of the capital and informed them of what 
had occurred. They were all rejoiced to see the 
real king again and proceeded in a body to the 
palace, and to the chamber of the white genie. 
As soon as Khurshid caught sight of him, he 
turned the mirror sideways upon him. The genie 
immediately resumed his ordinary form, and the 
nobles fell upon him with their swords and hacked 
him to pieces. 

When this was over, the king returned to the 
forest to find the princess. Together they returned 
to the city, and the king, having asked her hand in 
marriage, their wedding was celebrated with great 
pomp and rejoicing. 


When Gulshad finished her story, King Shirzad 
was greatly pleased with it. He had red wine 
brought in and offered to all, and while he feasted, 
again forgot his desire to slay Bihzad. 
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On the fifth day the party moved to the pavilion 
of Mirrikh, which is Mars, where they continued 
their feasting. Then, in the midst of the merry- 
making, Shirzad remembered his promise of ven- 
geance. Summoning his servants, he commanded 
them to bring in the vizier. Just as they were 
about to depart, Guishad said: “ Your Majesty, 
this pavilion is sacred to Mirrikh, whose influence 
makes for the shedding of blood; but by strange 
adventure one may sometimes avert this, as is 
seen in the strange case of the butcher. That was 
an amusing history.” ‘ What was it 7?’ asked the 
king, and Gulshad proceeded to tell the story of 


NWSIR, THE BUTCHER 


It is related that in the province of Turkistan 
there was once a city called Amad Khan, in which 
lived a youth, by trade a butcher, whose name was 
Nasir. He was a man of most handsome face and 
bearing, and his reputation for beauty had spread 
over the whole province. One day, he went out 
of the town with some of his companions to buy 
sheep. On the completion of their business they 
set out to return to the town again, but night fell 
before they arrived, so that they were compelled 
to camp in the fields to await the morning. In the 
middle of the night, two wolves descended on the 
flock, and each carried off a sheep. Nasir and his 
companions, being awakened by the bleating, 
went off in pursuit of their property. It was a very 
dark night, so that the party was soon scattered, 
and the butcher himself, wandering far out of his 
way, was utterly lost by the time morning came. 
Neither the wolves nor the town were anywhere in 
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sight, and at last Nasir resolved to abandon his 
search and return home. But he had wandered 
farther than he had imagined. For three days he 
walked, and at last came upon a town which, to 
his amazement, he saw was strange to him. He 
entered, and walked about the streets and bazaars 
looking for a butcher’s shop, where he could find 
help and counsel. At last he came to a shop where 
he saw a handsome youth engaged in his business 
of cutting up meat. Nasir approached and saluted 
him, and the other youth, seeing a good-looking 
man of about his own age, returned the greeting 
pleasantly. After some conversation, Mansur— 
for that was the shopman’s name—invited Nasir 
to be seated, and when his business was done 
took him to his own home. In course of time 
strong friendship grew up between the two, and 
Nasir decided to remain where he was. Mansur 
took him into partnership, and they shared alike 
the labour and the profits of their trade. 

One day there came to their shop a servant of 
the king’s vizier, to ask for some one to go to his 
house and kill two or three sheep. Mansur sent 
Nasir, who went to the house and killed and 
dressed the sheep. While he was engaged in the 
process of dressing the meat, the vizier’s daughter, 
Nasrat, who was herself beautiful as the moon, 
espied him from the root gf a lodge in the vizier’s 
garden. She saw that he was very handsome, and, 
as she watched him, with a thousand hearts she fell 
in love with him. She looked so hard at him, that 
at last Nasir’s gaze was drawn upwards to the roof 
of the lodge, and at his first glance the young 
butcher became entranced with her beauty. From 
time to time as he worked he gazed upwards 


142 THE PALACE OF NINE PAVILIONS 


towards the maiden, and as far as possible pro- 
longed his work. But the time came when no 
further excuse remained for him to linger. He was 
about to depart, when the vizier’s daughter, who 
had no wish to see him go, summoned the cook and 
told him to keep the butcher till the meat was 
cooked, and to let him have his dinner in the 
kitchen before he went. On his return the cook 
told Nasir that he was to wait till the meat was 
cooked, and that he could go after he had dined. 
Nasir thanked him and waited, and then after his 
meal he departed, much to the grief of the vizier’s 
daughter, who saw him go. Nasir, returning to his 
companion, explained to him why he had been 
away so long, but he kept secret the matter of his 
love. 

The next day the vizier’s daughter called the 
cook’s wife and, giving her a purse of gold, con- 
fessed her secret to her. ‘Iam in love’, said she, 
‘with that butcher. I saw him yesterday looking 
towards me, and I know that he too is in love with 
me. I want you to have him brought here every 
day to kill sheep.’ She ended by making the cook’s 
wife swear an oath not to reveal the secret to any 
one. 

Nasir, therefore, was summoned every day to 
the vizier’s house to kill sheep, and, while he was 
performing his task, the maiden and he glanced 
towards each other from afar, and longed to meet. 
Nasrat at last could restrain herself no longer, 
and one day said to the cook's wife, ‘In some 
manner arrange for us to meet. The woman 
consented and told Nasir what had occurred. He 
replied, ‘I am her servant and slave. What does 
a blind man desire more than a seeing eye?’ 
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After some little while, when the vizier was away 
from home, the woman seized her opportunity, 
and, arranging a private place in her house, led 
Nasir there, and then brought the vizier’s daughter. 
For an hour they sat there, Nasir telling his story 
and the maiden hers. Before she departed the 
vizier’s daughter said, ‘ We must devise a plan 
whereby we can come together.’ Nasir replied, 
“IT am your slave, and I will follow any sign you 
make.’ ‘Then,’ said she, ‘the best plan will be 
for you to carry me off from here and take me to 
your own town.’ After much discussion they 
arranged that one night Nasir was to come to the 
wall of the vizier’s palace, the girl would let down 
a rope from the roof, and then, when she had 
climbed down, she and Nasir were to leave the 
town together. 

Very secretly they made their plans for departure, 
and decided on a particular night. Finally they 
took the cook’s wife into their confidence, for they 
could not succeed without her help, and the vizier’s 
daughter gave Nasir two big purses full of money 
to buy what was necessary. 

On the appointed night, after the first watch of 
the night had passed, the young butcher made his 
way to the wall of the vizier’s palace and sat down 
under it at the appointed place to wait. He had 
been hard at work all day, and the night was warm, 
so that soon he nodded with sleep, but he roused 
himself again. Gradually, however, sleep over- 
came him and, all unconscious, he lay down where 
he was. 

It happened at that time that a gang of robbers 
was working in the city. They numbered about 
ten, the chief of the gang being a cut-throat named 
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Sam, and their method was to go about thieving 
separately, but to share all profits. That night one 
of them, named Kihtar, had gone towards the 
vizier’s palace with the object of breaking in. 
As he walked under the wall looking for a means 
of entry, he saw a person on the flat roof letting 
down a rope, and at once imagined that it was 
another robber. Quickly he concealed himself in 
an angle of the wall. intending to spring upon the 
other by surprise and take away any booty he had. 

Thus it was that when the vizier’s daughter 
climbed down the rope she felt herself suddenly 
seized by some one from behind, and at once 
fainted with fright when she saw that he was not 
Nasir but a stranger. The robber was almost 
equally surprised to see a beautiful girl instead of 
the robber he had expected; but at once he put 
her upon his shoulder and made off, bringing her 
to the place where his fellow robbers were. They 
gathered round her and, seeing her beauty, 
applauded and congratulated Sām greatly. The 
noise which they made brought the maiden to 
her senses, and she found herself in the midst of 
a group of villains, who caressed her, to her 
great disgust. Then, to celebrate the event, 
they made the girl be their cup-bearer and hand 
round wine to them. She herself drank very little, 
but constantly kept their glasses full while they 
sang and talked. As she walked from one to 
another with the wine, Sām became smitten with 
her charms and determined to keep the girl for 
himself. At last, when they all lay drunk with 
wine, Kihtar, the robber who had carried her off, 
in his drunkenness thought to himself, ‘I had all 
the trouble of carrying her off. Why should she 
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belong to Sam and not to me?’ Full of this 
thought he rose slowly, tottered to his feet, drew 
out a dagger, and stabbed every one of his fellow 
scoundrels as they lay unconscious on the ground. 
Then taking them one by one, he threw them into 
a well that was in the middle of the courtyard 
of the house, and into which the robbers used to 
throw all their victims. 

When he had finished his task he went to the 
girl, who was in another room, listening in great 
fear to what was happening, and said to her: 
‘ I brought you. and am I to let any one else keep 
you? Look, I have killed them all; now come 
with me.’ The girl saw his drunken state, and, 
hoping to escape, went with him to another house 
which he had in the neighbourhood; and there 
they remained. 

Let us now return to Nasir, whom we left fast 
asleep under the wall of the vizier’s palace. When, 
in an hour or so, he awoke and saw the rope 
dangling against the wall, but without any sign of 
Nasrat, he knew that their plan had miscarried. 
In great trepidation he ran from street to street, 
thinking that somehow she had failed to see him 
and was now searching for him. But he found no 
clue. As may be imagined, the companions of the 
vizier’s daughter were as alarmed as Nasir when 
they awoke to find that she had disappeared. They 
ran to her mother and told her what had occurred, 
and she, tearing her hair and her clothes with 
grief, told the vizier. In great distress the vizier 
arose and sent out his servants in search of Nasrat, 
but though they sought nearly the whole day they 
found no trace of her. 

At last, one of Nasrat’s servant-maids, who had 
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seen her mistress’s behaviour and knew that she 
was in love with Nasir, came to the vizier and 
related her suspicions to him. At once the 
vizier sent to Mansur bidding him to produce 
Nasir. The butcher himself in his alarm sought 
everywhere for his friend but could not find him, 
although he wandered about far into the night. He 
was compelled at last to go to the vizier and confess 
that he had failed. The minister, in rage at this, 
immediately called his jailers and ordered them to 
suspend the youth by his arms and leave him hung 
up for three days, that he might be a warning to 
others. At the end of that time the jailers were 
to cut down Mansur and bring him to the minister. 

Meantime Nasir, who was by this time searching 
the roads outside the town, had chanced upon 
a company of people from the town. In the course 
of conversation he heard them talk of himself, who 
had disappeared, and of Mansur, who had been 
hung up by his arms for three days. On hearing 
this, Nasir resolved that he could not leave his 
friend to suffer on his account, and turned back 
to the city. By the time he arrived it was quite 
dark, but he made his way to the centre of the 
town, and there saw Mansur hanging, with 
a number of guards watching him. They were all 
awake, so that for the moment there was no hope of 
rescue. He therefore went into the shop of a neigh- 
bouring confectioner, and bought a tray full of 
sweets. Over these he poured a powerful soporific 
drug and went up to the guard. Immediately they 
seized him, and asked where he was going so late, 
and what he was doing. He replied to their 
satisfaction, but as he was going they took away 
from him the tray of sweets which he had, and 
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began eating them. At this he set up a cry and 
asked them why they were eating his sweets. But 
they paid no heed and went on eating. When at 
last he got possession of his tray, he concealed him- 
self round a corner and waited for the drug to 
take effect. It was not long before they were all 
asleep, and, as soon as he was sure of their helpless- 
ness, Nasir went up to Mansur, untied the rope by 
which he was suspended and released him. Then in 
his place the two friends hung up the chief of the 
guard, who was utterly overcome by the drug. 
Once they had done this they made off together, 
Nasir on the way telling Mansur the whole story 
of the vizier’s daughter, and what had happened to 
himself. Mansur then said, “ We had better go 
and conceal ourselves separately; for, if we are 
caught, terrible tortures await us.’ He him- 
self thereupon went and hid, but Nasir, not 
greatly caring what happened to him, continued 
to search for his sweetheart. By dawn he had gone 
some distance and sat down to rest by a well. As 
he sat there thinking of his woes a dervish ap- 
proached, and saluting him asked for alms. ‘Iam 
weak and hungry, and have nothing wherewith to 
buy food. I havea family too. Can you not help 
me?’ Now-the dervish was in truth only the 
scoundrel Kihtar who had carried off the vizier’s 
daughter, but Nasir did not know this, took pity 
on him, and gave him three dinars. He pretended 
to offer up prayer for Nasir, but while doing so 
poured a strong drug into the well and then drew 
some of the water in a cup, intending to drug 
Nasir and rob him at his leisure. Producing 
a loaf of bread and the water he turned to Nasir 
and said: < Will you not, in return for your kind- 
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ness, share my meal with me?’ The young 
butcher could not refuse a piece of bread. When 
he had eaten and drunk a mouthful of the water, 
the dervish said, ‘I have a room quite near, will 
you not come and rest there awhile?’ But as 
Nasir rose to his feet the drug began to take effect, 
and he fell back senseless. Had it not been for the 
alms he had given, the scoundrel would have killed 
him where he lay, but instead he contented himself 
by searching the unconscious youth and taking 
from him the two purses of gold that he had re- 
ceived from the vizier’s daughter. 

Kihtar then returned home and displayed his 
booty to Nasrat, who recognized the purses as her 
own and asked: ‘ Whence did you obtain these ? ’ 
He replied, ‘ I met a man on the road and gave him 
a drug. When he was unconscious I was about to 
kill him but I took pity on him, for he was a 
generous youth, and I took away this money that 
he had.’ The girl, on hearing this, at once suspected 
that the youth could be no other than Nasir. After 
a little while the robber went off to gloat over his 
plunder and to hide it. Immediately, Nasrat took 
his drug and poured it into a goblet of wine, and 
when he returned gave it to him to drink. Ina 
few moments the robber was fast asleep, and, as he 
lay there, Nasrat took his dagger and cut off his 
head, then ran as hard as she could to the well 
where he had told her that he had found Nasir. 

When she reached the spot the girl found her 
lover still lying unconscious. She sat down by him 
and raised his head on to her lap, trying by every 
means in her power to arouse him. After a little 
while Nasir came to himself, and looking round 
beheld Nasrat. In their intense joy at beholding 
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one another again, both of them burst into tears, but 
soon they calmed themselves, and related to each 
other what had occurred to them. The girl then 
led her lover back to the robber’s room to show 
him where Kihtar lay dead; at which sight Nasir 
greatly rejoiced. 

In a very short time Nasrat had clothed herself 
in a man’s garments and together they set off to 
a neighbouring village, where Nasir bought two 
horses and saddles, together with some provisions. 
They rode for several days until at last they 
reached Nasir’s town. There the youth made for 
his own house and was filled with joy to see his 
friends again. Nasrat again resumed her ordinary 
attire and consented to marry Nasir; and they 
lived together in great happiness for the rest of 
their lives. 


Shirzad was delighted with this story and 
caressed his wife in his pleasure. Then they fell 
to eating and drinking, and again the slaying of 
Bihzad was postponed. On the sixth day the court 
moved to the pavilion of Mushtari, which is 
Jupiter, and resumed their feast. In the midst of 
their rejoicings Shirzad remembered the matter of 
Bihzad. At once he summoned his servants and 
said: ‘ Bring Bihzad, that I may exact satisfac- 
tion from him.’ Gulshad heard this and threw 
herself at the king’s feet. ‘Your Majesty,’ she 
said, remembering a story, “ we are to-day seated 
in the pavilion of Mushtari, which is one of the 
stars of Fortune.’ Thereupon Shirzad placed a 
goblet of wine before her, but she said, ‘ How can 
I drink wine when you desire to slay my father ? 
This pavilion of Mushtari is dedicated to joy and 
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good fortune, as you will see from the story of the 
Qazi who found himself under its influence.’ 
Shirzad asked, ‘ What was that?’ and Gulshad 
thereupon began 


THE TALE OF THE QAZI 


It is related that in Damascus there was a very 
learned Qazi who was yet young and of handsome 
appearance. One day he was riding about the 
town on horseback, when he came into the street 
where the king’s palace stood. Glancing up he saw 
that upon the roof of a royal lodge a beautiful 
girl was looking at him carefully. Now the girl, 
Mastur, was a favourite concubine of the king’s, 
and was possessed of the greatest perfection of 
beauty. She had no sooner looked at the Qazi 
than she fell deeply in love with him, and at the 
same moment the Qazi too was smitten with love 
for Mastur. As he passed underneath the wall 
where she sat, the lady leaned over and threw down 
a golden orange which she had in her hand. The 
Qazi caught it and stopped a moment to thank her 
for her favour. But he was afraid to stay too long 
for fear of being seen, and so departed; but he 
left his heart and soul behind him. He returned 
home greatly excited and with his mind full of 
visions. All night long he remained awake, 
dreaming of his love and planning how to see her 
again. 

For her part Mastur too was filled with grief 
when the Qazi departed, and schemed how she was 
to see her beloved again. The next day she again 
ascended to the roof and, as she hoped, she soon 
espied the Qazi riding towards the palace wall, 
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where he expected to find Mastur. He stopped 
only for a moment when he reached the spot; then 
was compelled to depart again. For ten days 
they continued in this way to see each other, but 
at last, one day, one of the king’s slave-girls, who 
was in his confidence, came on to the roof and saw 
Mastur seated there. Approaching she rebuked 
her and said, ‘ Why do you sit here where all men 
pass, and where you are in the sight of all ? ° When 
she advanced a little farther she saw the handsome 
Qazi stationed there. At once turning full of 
reproach to her mistress, she said, ‘ You are 
playing at love with the Qazi of the town. Do you 
think the king will not know of it ?’ She continued 
thus to scold till her mistress was in tears. Then 
Mastur, holding out a gem-encrusted perfume box 
of great value, said to her, ‘It is too late now, 
you know of my love and you must help me.’ 
When the servant saw the casket she was placated 
and said, ‘ Be reassured ; I will arrange a meeting 
between you and the Qazi, when you may talk to 
your heart’s content.’ Then she said, * To-morrow 
when the king goes riding, pretend to be ill and 
moan aloud. But allow no one to remain in your 
room ; pretend that you wish to remain quiet and 
that voices will disturb you. By hook or by crook 
I will bring the Qazi to you.’ 

The next day, accordingiy, Mastur pretended 
to be ill and moaned aloud, but allowed no one to 
remain in her room, saying, ‘ People’s voices 
disturb me, and I cannot bear to hear them.’ When 
she was alone the slave-girl came to her and said : 
“IT am now going to bring the Qazi,’ and then went 
off to the Qazi’s house. When she was admitted 
she said to him: ‘ I have something to tell you in 


152 THE PALACE OF NINE, PAVILIONS 


private.’ The Qazi took her into a private room 
and she there told him her errand. ‘The king’s 
favourite concubine’, said she, ‘ has sent me for 
you. She is pretending to beill, and I have come out 
under the pretence of bringing to her a wise woman 
skilled in medicine. You must now dress yourself 
as a woman and put on a heavy veil, so that we can 
go to her together.’ 

The Qazi joyfully agreed to the scheme. The 
slave-girl dressed himin a woman’sclothes,arranged 
his hair, and finally, giving him a veil for his face, 
took him with her. When they reached the palace 
she was asked : ‘ Who is this woman?’ To which 
she gave reply that it was a woman who had come 
to cup Mastur, and thus brought the pretended 
doctor into the apartment where the slave-girl lay. 
There she sat for a moment and then departed, 
saying that she would return at night. So all day 
the lovers remained talking of their love, happy 
in each other's company. 

Towards nightfall news was brought that the 
king had arrived. There was no chance of letting 
the Qazi unperceived out of the palace. so the slave- 
girl, who had come to announce the king’s arrival, 
took the Qazi quickly to a room near by in which 
the monarch kept his treasures. Init there stood 
a number of large coffers, some full and some 
empty. Into one of these latter the slave-girl put 
the Qazi and then locked it. A few moments later 
the king entered Mastur’s apartment, and seeing 
her lying down asked what ailed her. She replied, 
‘I have been sick and have had a headache. But 
a woman has been here and has cupped one of my 
veins and I am better now.’ The king sat down, 
asked for drink, and for a time remained there in 
converse. 
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Now it happened that a gang of robbers had 
determined to break into the palace that night 
and steal some of the king’s treasures. Coming to 
the palace wall they threw up a rope and climbed 
on to the roof; then letting themselves down into 
the courtyard they entered the treasure room. 
The first coffer they reached chanced to be that 
which held the Qazi. They tried to raise it, and 
finding how heavy it was they at once assumed it 
was full of gold. With a great effort they managed 
to lift it on to the roof and then down to the street. 
There two men took hold of it, and, each in turn 
carrying it on his back, they made for their abode. 
On the way they saw that the night watchmen 
were coming towards them, so they concealed 
themselves hastily in a deep gateway, which 
happened to be that of the chief magistrate. There 
they sat till the watchmen had passed, and were 
just about to take up their burden and continue 
their way when the door behind them opened and 
a slave-girl appeared holding a lighted lamp. 
Hearing a noise outside the gate she had come to 
see if the gate was secure, but at sight of her the 
robbers fled guiltily, leaving the box behind them. 
The girl advanced in surprise to examine the great 
coffer. She tried it, but it was securely fastened ; 
and so, going into the house, she told her mistress 
what had happened. They came out again 
together and with great difficulty carried the coffer 
into the house. Then with the first instrument 
that came to hand they prised off the lid. To their 
terrified amazement they saw in it their own town 
Qazi, dressed in woman’s clothes. The chief 
magistrate was at the time in his own apartment 
with a number of friends who were feasting with 
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him, and the noise of hammering was drowned by 
their revelry. But at any moment the magistrate 
might appear. His wife, who had a great regard 
for the Qazi, assisted him out of the cofier and 
hurried him quietly to her own room, where she 
asked him how he had come to be in his present 
plight. He answered: ‘ As I was sitting alone at 
home, two or three men, who are enemies of mine, 
broke in, collected all my valuables, and carried 
them off. They also dressed me in women’s 
clothes, put me into this box, and took me with 
them. Fate decided that they should leave me 
here, while they themselves departed. Heaven be 
praised that it brought me into your gracious 
presence ! ’ 

As they talked, they heard the footsteps of the 
magistrate returning to his wife’s room. In great 
alarm she said to him: ‘ My husband had better 
not find you in your present garb. Here is an 
empty wine-jar. Conceal yourself in it till he is 
asleep and then I will let you out.’ 

When the magistrate came in, it was clear that 
he had drunk a great deal too much wine and that 
he was very quarrelsome. He turned crossly to his 
wife and in a loud voice abused her, saying that she 
cared nothing for him or the household, and was 
constantly talking with men with whom she had 
no business. ‘TIl find a way of punishing you,’ 
he concluded. His wife gave him in return as good 
as she got, and rated him soundly: ‘ You go away 
‘every night,’ said she, * and fill yourself with wine. 
Then when you come home you do nothing but 
abuse me. What is more, you scarcely ever carry 
out your duty of magistracy during the day. If 
the Qazi became aware of this, it would be I that 
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could talk of punishment, not you.’ As she said 
this the magistrate’s anger was violently roused, 
and picking up a stone that was lying on the ground 
he threw it at his wife. His drunken aim was so 
bad, however, that instead of hitting his wife the 
stone crashed against the wine-jar and broke it 
into pieces. Immediately the woman threw 
herself upon her husband and struggled with him, 
while the slave-girl, seizing her opportunity, took 
the Qazi by the hand, ran with him to her room, 
where she hastily covered him with a large woman’s 
cloak and took him to the door. As they emerged 
into the morning light, the magistrate came running 
after them and furiously asked the slave-girl to 
tell him where she was going and who the other 
woman was. She replied, ‘She is a neighbour of 
ours and is going to the Qazi’s house with a com- 
plaint. JI am accompanying her because it is still 
very early.’ After some further conversation the 
magistrate turned back into his house while the 
Qazi made his way home, and there, having put 
on his ordinary garments, seated himself again 
upon the seat of justice in pursuit of his daily 
business. 


Shirzad laughed at the story and ordered wine 
to be brought, and they sat and feasted. For that 
day also the slaying of Bihzad was postponed. On 
the seventh day they moved to the pavilion of 
Zuhal, which is Saturn, and resumed their feast. 
When Shirzad had had his fill of wine he remem- 
bered Bihzad and told his servants to bring the 
wretch and hang him at once. Gulshad heard the 
order and, seating herself at her husband’s feet, 
drank a glass of wine with him and said, ‘ It is ill 
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policy to hasten, for patience is the best of all 
virtues. Moreover we are now sitting in the pavi- 
lion dedicated to Zuhal, whose influence is danger- 
ous. But it is not always so, for the destinies 
which it decrees are many. For example, in the 
strange story of the enchanted isle, which if you 
will permit me I will relate.’ ‘ Relate it,’ said 
Shirzad, and Gulshad at once began the story of 


THE ENCHANTED ISLAND 


In the island of Samarat there was once a wise 
king named Jamirun. In his service he had two 
excellent viziers, Afkarun and Sikalun, and 
a hundred islands were under his sway. One day 
the desire seized him to go a-hunting on one of the 
islands of his realm. He invited to go with him 
twenty of his intimates from amongst his nobles, 
and also his two viziers. Two ships were fitted out. 
In the first the king embarked with his viziers, 
leaving the courtiers and servants to follow in the 
second ; and both ships set sail. 

They had not been long upon the open sea when 
a furious storm arose, with most violent wind 
accompanied by heavy rain. They could do 
nothing against it, and were forced to run before it 
for several days. When the storm at last abated 
the king’s ship had lost sight of the other. They 
had not reckoned on being away from land for so 
long, and the king decided to land on the first island 
that was sighted in order to obtain more food and 
water. After a day’s sailing they saw an island on 
the horizon, which, as they approached it, appeared 
to them to be very pleasant. The whole island was 
a mass of green and well covered with trees, and 
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from the ship many rivers and springs were visible, 
glistening in the sunshine. 

The landing did not belie their first view. The 
trees and verdure were delightful, and the air 
was filled with the songs of innumerable bulbuls. 
The first thought of the king was for a drink of 
fresh water, and he made his way with his two 
viziers towards a beautiful pool round which great 
trees grew. At the foot of one of these he sat down, 
and was about to dip his hand into the water, when 
a terrible voice came from the tree and said: * Do 
not drink of this water, if you value your life.’ 
The king bounded up with amazement. How 
could a voice come out of the heart of the tree ? 
Turning towards it he saw that the tree was shaking 
violently, and a moment later a peri emerged. 
Her skin, he saw, was black, but her head was 
covered with glistening white hair. 

Terror seized Jamirun at the sight. Soon 
recovering himself, however, he went up and 
greeted the peri, who returned his salute by a nod 
of the head. Somewhat reassured by this, the 
king and his viziers seated themselves again, and 
after some moments, addressing the peri, said : 
‘ Pray tell us, what is this fountain ? What strange 
property has it, and why did you warn me not to 
drink of it?’ ‘This water’, replied she, ‘is such 
that if you plunged your hand into it you could 
never withdraw it, and if you drank of it you would 
be turned to stone. If you do not believe me,’ she 
added, ‘take a branch of the tree and dip it into 
the water.’ They approached the tree and broke 
off a branch, starting back in fear when they heard 
the tree groan as if in pain. The king dipped the 
branch into the water, but he could got withdraw 
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it, although he put out all his strength, and, in 
spite of him, the branch remained floating there. 

Tired at last with his efforts, the king sat down, 
and calling his vizier Afkarun said to him: * Ask 
her to show you some miracle too.’ Afkarun 
thereupon approached the peri and asked to be 
shown some marvel. At his words, she put her 
hand upon his head, and he, falling upon his face, 
found himself transported to another island, 
infinitely more beautiful even than the first. On 
all sides were streamlets and fountains which spread 
a delightful freshness in the air; the earth was 
carpeted with the greenest and softest of verdure, 
and from the many trees hung the most beautiful 
and delicious-looking fruits. 

The vizier, full of strange joy, began running 
about, eating the fruit and seeing on all sides 
new and strange sights. Soon he came upon 
a troop of genii who, in the twinkling of an eye, 
had run up to him and held him, while each in 
turn rubbed his face against that of the disgusted 
Afkarun. Then they led him to a palace, where, 
seated on a throne, he saw their chief, a female 
genie. When they entered, she motioned them to 
bring Afkarun to her, bade him be seated beside 
her, and then, as he sat down, she took a handful 
of dust and poured it over his head. At sight of 
this the genii burst out into transports of joy, and 
leapt and danced and laughed with merriment. 
* We congratulate you,’ said they, to the astonished 
vizier; ‘you may be certain that now your 
happiness is assured, for our sovereign has poured 
dust upon your head. She has no husband, and 
by her action she has given proof of a desire to 
accept you as her betrothed. Hasten, therefore, 
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and ask her to be your wife, and so live happily 
for ever, for all that you wish will be granted to 
you. But if, on the other hand, you refuse this 
happy adventure, she will cut you into small 
pieces.’ 

The vizier was compelled, by his desire to avoid 
the fate that would befall him upon his refusal, 
to put a good face upon the matter, and asked 
the queen of the genii to be his wife. So, with 
much drinking of wine and feasting and rejoicing 
they celebrated the wedding. 

In due course a son was born to them whose 
body was human, but who had the head of a div ; 
yet the mother loved the child greatly. One day, 
when the boy was about five years old, Afkarun 
remembered his king Jamirun, and heaved a deep 
sigh. The child, hearing it, came to play with his 
father and comfort him, but Afkarun was sad and 
roughly pushed the boy away. The queen of the 
genii, who was standing by, was greatly angered 
at this, and ordered her slaves to fling Afkarun 
into the water. The unfortunate vizier was cast 
into the lake, and sank out of their sight; but he, 
to his great astonishment, found in a moment that 
his head was pushing through the earth, and as he 
opened his eyes and looked about him, he saw that 
he was in the exact spot where the fairy had put 
her hand on his head, and where he had left the 
king. His amazement was increased when he saw 
that they were still there. He saluted them, and 
when he had seated himself by their side the king 
asked where he had been and what he had seen. 
Afkarun thereupon told his story and was some- 
what annoyed when the king told him that he had 
only been a moment gone. 
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Jamirun’s appetite was whetted by what he had 
heard. Turning to the peri he asked for another 
miracle. She turned to the other vizier, made 
a movement with her hand over his head, and 
immediately he disappeared into the earth from 
the sight of his two companions. In his place they 
saw emerging a great tree which grew larger every 
moment, pushing out branches on all sides and 
being gradually covered with leaves. A few 
moments later the tree burst into bloom, and the 
sweet scent of the blossom filled the garden with 
fragrance. Gradually the blossoms dropped and 
fruits appeared which grew and ripened before the 
king’s eyes. When they were mature, each of the 
fruits exactly resembled a man’s head in shape, 
the mouth, ears, and forehead being all completely 
formed. After all had appeared, one of the 
fruits opened its mouth and greeted the king 
respectfully. At a sign from the fairy’s hand the 
fruit fell at the king’s feet. He picked it up and 
ate a piece of it, but not finding it to his taste, 
threw the rest away. Immediately the fairy 
stretched out her hand towards the tree ; from her 
pointing finger a flame leapt out, which set the 
tree in a blaze. The fire spread in a moment to all 
parts of it, each branch sending out flames of a dif- 
ferent colour from the rest, and emitting the most 
delightful scents. The flames at last enveloped the 
whole tree, which, in a few moments, lay in ashes 
on the ground. The ashes gathered themselves 
together into a heap, and out of the midst of them . 
appeared the vanished vizier. 

The minister had no sooner emerged than the 
king eagerly asked him what he had seen. “As 
soon as I disappeared from before your Majesty,’ 
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said Sikalun, ‘ I found myself in a garden that was 
a very paradise on earth. Sitting in it upon 
a glorious throne, I saw a king, whom I saluted, 
and to whom I spoke, but I received no answer 
from him. As I spoke, I felt myself being lifted to 
a great height into the air and could see the earth 
like a gleaming point below me. I saw angels’ robes 
all about me as I moved, and soon I was being 
clothed with heavenly garments, constantly re- 
newed. A greatcleanness filled the whole universe. 
When I cried out at the brilliant light it was imme- 
diately followed by deep darkness. At the same 
time I felt myself being stripped of the celestial 
robes, and was filled with grief at it. I groaned, 
and for a moment lost my senses through the 
intensity of my pain; and when I came to myself 
again and opened my eyes, I saw you sitting there.’ 

Again the king turned to the fairy and said: 
‘Pray let me now in my turn behold marvels.’ 
“So be it,’ was the reply, ‘ I will show you that of 
which your mind could not of itself conceive. 
Rise, go towards that forest and enter it.’ Jamirun 
did so, and had only taken a few steps when he 
saw before him a dome of white marble. Entering 
it he saw a maiden of bewitching beauty seated 
upon a couch. She rose at his entrance, greeted 
the king and took his hand ; then bidding the king 
sit at her side upon the couch she began to converse 
with him. While she spoke, the king felt that the 
couch was in motion upwards towards the top 
of the dome. He thought in his alarm that they 
would be crushed against it, but the roof opened 
and let them pass. Higher and higher they soared, 
then suddenly found themselves upon solid earth 
in the midst of a delightful garden. The king 
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turned for an instant to admire a mass of blossom, 
and when he looked round again both couch and 
maiden had vanished. Thinking that they had 
somehow been moved amongst the flowering shrubs, 
he began to look about him on all sides, but in the 
beauty of what he saw he soon forgot everything 
else. 

Flowers of all kinds came upon his delighted 
vision. The leaves of the trees seemed to dance 
with joy, and the roses smiled at him. But as he 
stretched out his hand to pluck a flower, the thorns 
suddenly elongated themselves like arrows and shot 
out against him. The king withdrew in alarm and 
fled from the garden. After some travel along 
a desert road he came upon another garden, which 
seemed filled with joyousness. The whole garden 
was covered with narcissus, which budded and 
burst into full blossom as the king approached. 
But as he bent down to admire a bloom it burst 
into tears, and the next, and the next, until every 
flower in the garden wept miserably. Again the 
king fled, and came to another garden, in which 
the flowers were all tulips of the mostfragrant scent. 
Soon he was overcome by the heavy fragrance and 
fled again. A fourth garden appeared in his way. 
Entering it he saw that lilies were planted every- 
where. In the midst of them were ten maidens 
who sang and recited enchanting verse. At his 
coming they approached and greeted him: ‘ Sire,’ 
said they, ‘if you wish for the highest happiness 
stay with us here for ten years, and you will wish 
for naught that cannot be fulfilled.’ But the king 
would not tarry even in that place of delights. He 
hurried on and came at last to a great tree, whose 
enormous branches spread out in all directions and 
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whose multitude of leaves cast a deep shadow 
upon the ground. Under it was a spring of pure 
sweet water, the very Fountain of Light. 

At the side of the spring a couch was placed, and 
on it reposed a maiden whose appearance soothed 
his weary eyes and whose look drew him to sit 
beside her. She asked him whence he had come 
and how it was that he journeyed there. The king 
began to speak to her of love. But she turned to 
him and said: ‘ None can woo me who has not 
bathed and been purified in the Fountain of Light. 
Dive into it: you will emerge without a stain, and 
then you may speak to me of love.’ 

Instantly he arose and plunged into the fountain. 
But instead of floating again he found himself 
drawn under water, where he lost all consciousness. 
When he awoke he was under the dome of white 
marble. Out of this he came running, and was soon 
once more in the company of his two viziers. As 
he sat down, the peri disappeared into the magic 
tree, which closed up and became again as it was 
on their arrival at the island. 

Then the company set out to find food and 
water. Without further adventure they gathered 
great quantities of fruit, filled their vessels with 
sweet water, and on returning to the sea they found 
their ship as they had left it. They embarked and 
set sail for their own country, which they soon 
reached without harm. The king again ascended 
his throne, and lived as he had always done in the 
past, in all luxury and happiness. 


When Gulshad had told this story the king was 
delighted and ordered another feast. The next 
day (the eighth) Shirzad moved his court to the 
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pavilion of the fixed stars, where they resumed 
their feasting. In the midst of it, Shirzad remem- 
bered the matter of his mother and the vizier 
Bihzad. Summoning his servants he said, ‘ Bring 
me Bihzad. To-day without fail I will punish him.’ 
Gulshad approached as he said this, and seating 
herself before him she cried out: ‘O King, to-day 
we are seated in the pavilion of the fixed stars, and 
wondrous stories are told of their influences and of 
the happenings under them. I have in mind an 
amazing story which will prove what I say. If you 
agree I will tell it vou.’ ‘ Very well,’ said Shirzad, 
‘relate it.’ So the girl began the story of 


SAYYARA, THE SON OF THE KING OF 
THE GREEKS 


In the kingdom of Greece there was once a king 
that had a son, Sayyara. Although he was a youth 
of great beauty and talents, from time to time evil 
genii possessed him, so that he wandered about 
for two or three days as though demented. Now 
the king had two trusty slaves whom he had 
appointed to watch over his son day and night, so 
that at the periods when he was possessed by 
genii no harm should come to him. One night, 
the prince, accompanied by his attendants, went up 
on to the flat roof of the palace and sat down in 
a corner. After a long period of watching the two 
attendants fell asleep, while Sayyara remained 
awake. As he gazed about him he saw towards 
the east a gay company of beautiful damsels, all 
dressed in the richest brocade and each carrying in 
her hand a lighted torch. Leaping and dancing 
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they advanced towards him, but without making 
a sound. Suddenly there appeared a litter, whose 
curtains were drawn aside. Init he saw a maiden, 
whose beautiful face shone more brightly than 
the sun, and who, in charm and delightfulness, was 
beyond compare. As they approached she put out 
her head and watched her companions dancing and 
playing till the morning, when they all vanished. 
The prince was greatly excited at what he had 
seen, and when the servants awoke from their 
sleep they brought him down from the roof and 
took him to his father. The king was sad to see 
how greatly his son’s malady was increased. He 
attempted to speak with him, but the prince made 
no reply, and when night came he again went on to 
the roof and sat down in the same place. When 
the slaves were asleep, Sayyara turned his watchful 
regard towards the Hast again, and once more he 
saw the company of beauteous maidens, richly 
dressed, with lanterns in their hands, and speaking 
no word. Ina little while the litter also appeared, 
bearing that damsel of surpassing beauty who had 
sat init the previous night. The prince remained 
as before, watching their dancing and playing till 
dawn, when they again vanished from his sight. 
Sayyara’s exclamations roused the servants, 
who took him down from the roof to their master, 
who saw that his son’s malady was still further 
increased, and who was immeasurably saddened 
to receive no reply when he spoke to him. For 
seven nights the prince remained upon the roof 
seeing his visions, while his madness increased 
day by day. The sorrow of the king and his 
companions was extreme, and they cast about 
everywhere for a remedy, but without success. 
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At last, a wise vizier of the king said that he knew 
a clever and skilful physician. one Muayyad, who 
was of the highest trustworthiness. The king 
thereupon told the vizier to go to the physician 
and bring him to the palace. This the vizier did, 
on the way telling Muayyad of the prince’s 
madness. When they arrived they went directly 
to the king, who treated the physician most kindly, 
and offered him a great sum of money and many 
gifts to cure his son. 

The physician, however, would accept nothing, 
but asked to see the prince. On examining him 
carefully he found that the youth was afflicted by 
genii and that his brain had dried up. Turning 
to the king he told him of his diagnosis and said : 
“Out to sea there is a charming and delightful 
island of pleasant climate. In it there is a spring, 
whose waters will restore to health any sufferer 
from madness that drinks of them there, but the 
waters lose their beneficent qualities if they are 
removed far from their source. The prince must 
be taken to live in that excellent climate for some 
davs, eating suitable foods and drinking of those 
waters. It may be that Allah will then drive away 
this disease.’ The king at once decided to send 
his son, andasked the physician if hewould consent 
to accompany the prince to the island. On his 
agreeing to do so, the king, as soon as possible, 
fitted out an expedition and dispatched Muayyad 
with the prince and a company of attendants. 

A long voyage without incident brought the 
party at last to their destination, where the 
physician, soon after landing, commenced his 
treatment. For three days all went well, and then 
the physician, while taking a walk, found that 
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a party of strangers had landed and had pitched 
a fine tent. On going up to discover who these 
people were, Muayyad saw lying upon a couch 
a most beautiful maiden bound hand and foot. 
In great astonishment he asked the attendants 
who the maiden was, and why she was bound. 
They told him that she was the daughter of the 
king of the peris, and that she had been struck 
with madness so violent that fetters had to be 
put upon her. ‘We have tried all methods of 
treatment without success,’ they continued, ‘ and 
are taking her now to the Greek physician Muayyad, 
the fame of whose skill has reached us. We had 
been several days upon our voyage when we came 
to this island, and were so attracted by the sight 
of it that we have landed here to rest. In two days 
we will go on to consult the physician.’ 

Muayyad smiled at this, and thereby angered the 
peris, who thought he was mocking their princess. 
But he calmed them by saying that he smiled 
because of the strange chance that brought him, 
Muayyad, whom they were anxious to consult, to 
that very island. They were greatly rejoiced at 
his words, and took him to see the maiden. He 
found that she was beautiful beyond imagining, 
and undertook to apply his treatment to her. He 
then told the peris that he had come to the island 
with the prince of Greece, who was possessed 
by genii, and was also being treated there. ‘I 
will arrange’, said he, ‘to bring them together, 
and treat them with appropriate food and drink 
for forty days, and will try thus to drive out their 
malady.’ To this they replied that he was at 
liberty to do as he desired. He thereupon 
departed, and in a short time came back bringing 


168 THE PALACE OF NINE PAVILIONS 


Sayyara with him, in order to present him to the 
princess. Seating the prince before the maiden, 
the physician busied himself with his remedies and 
medicines. Meantime, in spite of their madness, 
the two sick people had fallen deeply in love with 
one another, and during the forty days of their 
treatment their love increased. On the last day 
the physician announced that they were now ready 
to drink of the spring-water, and hoped that by 
Allah’s aid the genii of madness would be driven 
out of them and that his patients would return to 
sanity. He took them to the brink of the pool, 
and commanded them to plunge in and drink 
the waters. This they did, and were at once 
healed. Their love, however, remained, and they 
could not bring themselves to part. At last, after 
waiting three days for the last traces of the disease 
to disappear, the physician wished to set out for 
home, but both his patients steadfastly refused 
to move from the island. The peris pleaded with 
their princess and said: ‘ Now that you are cured 
it is fitting that you return home, for your father 
and mother will be greatly disturbed at your 
absence and will be awaiting you.’ She replied: 
‘I cannot bring myself to separate from Sayyara. 
Go yourselves, and leave me here.’ Their protests 
were of no avail, and at last two or three of 
them went back to the land of the peris to inform 
their king of his daughter’s decision, while the rest 
remained. So, too, the Greek prince insisted on 
remaining upon the island, and the physician sent 
some of his attendants to inform the king of the 
Greeks of Sayyara’s decision. 

The king and queen of the peris and the king of 
the Greeks were all greatly vexed at the news 


THE STORY OF SAYYARA 169 


brought to them, and decided to set out to the 
island to see that their instructions were obeyed. 
The two parties landed on the island together, and 
the king of the peris took his daughter aside and 
lavished caresses on her, while urging her to dis- 
continue her lovefor the prince. But his commands 
were of no avail, and he thought sorrowfully that 
his daughter had disgraced him. But when the king 
of the Greeks approached, he embraced him and 
they entered into conversation. Finally Sayyara 
was summoned, and when he arrived he at once 
won the affection of the king of the peris. The two 
monarchs remained on the island for two or three 
days; then the king of the Greeks, summoning 
Muayyad, the physician, said to him: ‘It is 
disastrous that my son and this maiden are in love 
with each other and cannot be separated. Go 
with all the wisdom at your command, and place 
the matter before the king of the peris.’ Muayyad 
did as he was commanded, and pleaded for the 
prince. The king of the peris, however, refused 
to hear him and said: ‘ What relationship can 
there be between a peri and a mortal?’ But the 
physician pleaded so wisely with him that at last he 
consented to the marriage. Thereupon a great 
feast was prepared and the betrothal of the prince 
and the princess was celebrated. A few days later 
the king of the peris departed, while his daughter 
accompanied her husband and the king of the 
Greeks to their home. 


When Gulshad had finished her story, the king 
showed his delight by ordering more wine, and 
they passed the rest of their time feasting, so that 
the punishment of Bihzad was again forgotten. 

G3 
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On the ninth day they moved to the pavilion 
dedicated to the highest heaven, and there sat 
feasting. Suddenly Shirzad recalled the matter of 
Bihzad, and told the servants to bring the culprit 
that he might exact vengeance. Again Gulshad 
heard what was afoot, but she knew that the 
conjunction of stars which concerned her father 
would that day be dissolved, and he would be 
freed from evil influence. As she sat at Shirzad’s 
side he said to her: ‘ You know the wrong your 
father did to my mother: it is impossible to 
release him. For several days now I have delayed 
his punishment for your sake, but to-day I must 
exact retribution.’ Gulshad loosened her tongue 
and said: ‘ May thy life and glory be everlasting ! 
This is the ninth pavilion in which you have taken 
up your lodging, and in which vou busy yourself 
with pleasure, may it long continue! It is no 
place for bloodshed. I have a story concerning the 
highest heaven, which I will relate if you permit.’ 
Shirzad commanded her to say on, and she began 
the story of 


THE PRINCE OF KASHMIR AND THE 
HOLY SHEIKH 


It is told that in the depths of the kingdom of 
Kashmir there dwelt a sheikh endowed with all 
the excellences of character and knowledge. He 
was the most learned man of his day, and no 
science remained hidden from him. His abode 
was ina cave hidden amongst the mountains, where 
he spent his life in prayer and worship. 

Now the king of Kashmir had a handsome son 
who was devoted to the chase. ` One day the 
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prince was hunting with a number of attendants, 
and, finding game in abundance, the company 
separated. The prince with four knights rode 
after a gazelle, which made off into the mountains. 
They had galloped some distance when suddenly 
a great dragon appeared, from whose jaws issued 
fiery breath. As the knights came in view the 
monster sent out a flame and burned them up in 
a twinkling. He was turning upon the prince, 
when, from the heart of the mountain, a mighty 
roar was heard and the dragon was turned to stone. 
At the terrible sound the prince was filled with 
trembling fear and fell to the ground. Suddenly 
a hand appeared, picked him up, and carried him 
before the sheikh. In a few moments he came to 
himself, and when he opened his eyes he saw before 
him the venerable old man, and stood up to 
greet him. The sheikh replied courteously: * Be 
of good cheer, my son, for Allah’s regard is upon 
you, and He turned to stone the dragon that was 
about to attack you. Now that you are safe here, 
show your gratitude to Allah by putting off your 
princely form for a time and by devoting yourself 
to poverty and worship. Thus you may discover 
the secrets of the hidden, reach the world of the 
spirit, and thereby bring within your grasp faith 
and the future world.’ 

The prince agreed to remain with the sheikh, 
and the latter then told him that in his cave was 
a spring. ‘Go toit, he continued, ` bathe in it for 
two or three days according to the holy will, and 
dedicate yourself continually, so that you may 
enter the path of poverty and thereafter give 
proof of your holy state.’ 

The prince arose, went to the cave, and there 


172 THE PALACE OF NINE PAVILIONS 


bathed obediently and reverently. For three days 
he continued his ablutions, praying and devoting 
himself to religious practice all the time. 

Meanwhile, the attendants who had not been 
consumed by the dragon were seeking everywhere 
for the prince. They saw the burnt bodies of their 
comrades, but of him there was no sign. Think- 
ing that he too had been destroyed, they returned 
to their master and informed him of his son’s 
horrible fate. In great sorrow the king himself 
came to the mountain to seek the prince, but 
could see no trace of him. Full of woe he returned 
home, and for forty days mourned for his son. 

During this time the prince remained with the 
sheikh in prayer and devotion; and gradually 
learned the essential secrets. One day while he 
was thus engaged, the old man told him to look 
about him, and as he did so he saw himself as 
a dove with wings and feathers, while the sheikh 
appeared to him as a white hawk. Suddenly the 
hawk began to soar above the earth, and the dove 
followed in flight towards the upper universe. At 
last they arrived in a garden covered with the 
most luxuriant verdure, beautiful as Paradise. In 
it walked a hundred thousand angels, going hither 
and thither on the green sward. The white hawk 
the whole time paid the greatest attention to his 
companion the dove; continuing their flight, they 
reached another place of delight, a rose-garden of 
wondrous beauty, in which were thousands of 
heavenly beings, who wandered to and fro while 
praising God. Amongst them the hawk went and 
walked, ever regarding them, with the dove fol- 
lowing as his servitor. a 

As he moved about, the dove felt himself 
increasingly filled with happy thoughts and with 
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divine love, and his soul was filled with delight, 
for he stood amongst a thousand angels pouring ` 
forth praises. Soon, with his tutor, the white 
hawk, he flew higher again and reached the upper 
world, a paradise full of red blossoms, whose scent 
and beauty were everywhere. Even as the 
voyagers looked, angels alighted on the flowers 
and devoted themselves to praises and contempla- 
tion of the divine mysteries. 

Again the hawk and his companion flew away 
to another garden, this time of sandalwood and 
other scented trees, whence the dove beheld further 
visions of unearthly ight. Now at last the dove’s 
heart filled with purity and love, and, as he turned, 
he saw the hawk once more as a venerable sheikh 
seated in his house, while he himself had again 
assumed his human form. From thence onward 
he became the devoted slave of his pious tutor, 
and remained with him long, learning much. 

Meantime the kingremained full of woe at the loss 
of his son, and went his daily way full of longing. 
One night as he lay asleep he sawin a dreama genie, 
who spoke to him and said: ‘Go towards the 
mountain of the dragon, and you will behold the 
monster, which will turn into stone at your 
approach. Advance from thence until you reach 
the cave of the sheikh, and there wait until the 
divine purpose be revealed to you.’ 

. The next morning the king set forth, and to his 
joy he saw as he approached that the dragon was 
turned to stone. He advanced, then, to the cave 
of the sheikh, who by this time had died, and whose 
tomb lay in the midst of the cave. As the king 
entered he saw a young man deep in prayer, and 
waited until he should finish. The youth turned 
at the sound of footsteps, and to his intense joy he 
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recognized his father, to whom he related his story, 
and told how he had become the attendant at the 
shrine. After three days of prayer they returned 
together to the capital. 


When Gulshad had finished her story, the king 
expressed his great delight, and for that day, 
too, the slaying of Bihzad was put off. On the 
following day Gulshad summoned the merchant 
Asad and said to him: ‘ The evil conjunction has 
disappeared from the horoscope of Bihzad. I desire 
you to go to the king and ask pardon and forgive- 
ness for him.’ Asad and his companions thereupon 
went to the king, and after many entreaties 
persuaded him to pardon Bihzad and to draw the 
pen of forgiveness through his guilt, and for forty 
days thereafter they celebrated the joyful event in 
feasting and joy. 

For forty years Shirzad reigned in all prosperity. 
Then one day the desire possessed him to hunt 
again in the forest. Taking a company of nobles 
with him he rode out. No sooner had they entered 
the trees than a lion sprang upon Shirzad, tore him 
from his horse and bore him away. The king did 
not fear, for he knew the ways of lions, and in 
a little while he seated himself upon the lion’s back, 
took it by the ears and led it among the trees. His 
attendants lost sight of him, and though they 
sought everywhere no trace of him was ever founds 
again. Gulshad, in great sorrow, mourned for him 
continually, and at last in deepest despair went up 
to the topmost tower of her castle with the inten- 
tion of throwing herself to the ground. But, as she 
leapt, the wind caught her and carried her away, 
and no man knows whither she went. 

[MS. Caps. Or. A. 4.] 


KHURSHIDSHAH AND THE 
PRINCESS OF CHINA 


HALAB, a province in Syria, was once ruled by 
a king Marzubanshah and his vizier Haman. The 
king had rich treasures—silks from China, gold and 
rubies from Hindustan, and great herds of camels 
and horses; but yet he was unhappy, for he had 
no son to succeed him; and day and night he 
longed and prayed for one. One day Haman 
came upon him sitting downcast and sad upon his 
throne, and said: <O King, why art thou un- 
happy ? Everything is in thy power, and thy 
horoscope is strongly favourable. Thou hast a 
great empire and riches in abundance, and not an 
enemy in the world. Why then art thou down- 
cast?’ The king replied: ‘All that thou sayest 
is true, but nought is well without a son. If I have 
no son, who is it that will maintain my throne in 
majesty when my fate overtakes me? A stranger 
will take my place, and my name will be buried.’ 
The vizier replied: ‘ It is indeed as your Majesty 
says. He that hath no son hath no name, and his 
name disappears. No one asks, “ Who are the 
administrators of the king?’”’ but, “‘ Who is his 
son?” “ Who will sit on his throne in his place, and 
who lives in his stead ?”’ But thatisall in God’s 
hand, and there is no help save in prayer and 
weeping. The king replied: ‘ This indeed is truth 
that you speak, but I wish you to look well into 
my horoscope. Calculate the heavens and the 
influence of the stars, and see whether fate has a 
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son in store for me.’ The vizier replied: ‘ I obey 
your command.’ So, rising and taking leave of the 
king, he went to do his bidding, and soon after 
returned, saying: “I bound onto the loins of my 
soul the girdle of your service, and employed all my 
skill. In your horoscope I have seen that there 
is a son for you, but the oyster that contains this 
pearl is not of thisland. In Iraq’, he continued, 
‘there is a king, Samaruk, who has a daughter, 
Gulnar by name, more beautiful than the moon. 
To him send a messenger to ask for his daughter in 
marriage. She has already been married and has 
borne a son, Farrukhruz, but his father has died.’ 
Marzubanshah rejoiced at the words of his vizier, 
and straightway going to his treasury he prepared 
a gift of sacks full of gold, ropes of pearls, a jewel- 
studded crown in value beyond compute, a hundred 
robes of all colours, and fifty slaves. Then, 
summoning his trusty courtier Jambur, he bade 
him take the gift to Iraq, and ask as best he knew 
for the hand of King Samaruk’s daughter. < And’, 
said the king, ‘ go speedily.’ Also the king gave 
him a letter sealed with his seal, and he departed. 

When he approached the capital of Iraq, news 
was brought to King Samaruk that an ambassador 
had come from Halab bearing a message. The 
king was astonished. ‘For’, said he to himself, 
“what can this mean? They have never before 
sent me any ambassador or any message.’ In this 
state of wonderment he remained, while his troops 
welcomed the stranger with due ceremonial and 
accompanied him into the city. Immediately food 
and fodder were provided, and, when Jambur had 
rested somewhat from his journey, the king held 
a court and sent a messenger to summon him. 
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When the ambassador approached the king’s 
throne, he made obeisance and blessed him, and 
Samaruk made a sign that he was to be seated upon 
a golden throne. Young noblemen then brought 
in wine which was offered to all, on trays of gold 
and silver. When they had feasted, Jambur had 
the gifts brought in, and presented the letter which 
he had brought. This was opened and read by 
the king’s vizier, who reported to Samaruk what 
it contained. The king was greatly pleased, and 
said that of all men in the world he could desire 
none better than Marzubanshah to be his son- 
in-law. 

In course of time he prepared a caravan laden 
with rich merchandise ; with it he sent a hundred 
slave-girls, and a hundred white slaves, and a 
hundred black slaves, and jewels without number. 
His daughter he set upon a beautiful Arab horse 
adorned with golden bells, and sent her, with her 
son Farrukhruz and attended by his vizier Shirwan, 
to the court of Marzubanshah. After a toilsome 
journey along the Euphrates river and across the 
great desert they reached Halab. 

Marzubanshah celebrated his wedding with 
great splendour, and the princess Gulnar lived 
happily in Halab and bore the king a son, Khurshid- 
shah. The two young princes grew up together, 
spending their time in hunting and playing and 
feasting, and in listening to the music of the lute 
and the harp and in singing, and in all kinds of 
games; but of all sports they loved hunting the 
best. 

Now when Khurshidshah reached the age of 
seventeen, he wished to celebrate his birthday by 
arranging a great hunting-party, which was to last 
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for a week. The king his father gladly permitted 
this, and sent with him two companions of high 
rank, and five thousand horsemen, with falcons and 
hawks and hunting panthers, and they pitched 
a gorgeous pavilion on the plains. Every -day 
they hunted, and every evening were brought in 
gazelles and bustard and wild fowl of all kinds, on 
which they feasted. Each morning they moved 
farther from home. 

It happened that early on the seventh morning 
the prince desired to ride with his following. On 
his way he came to a pleasant meadow, which 
delighted him so much that he resolved not to hunt 
that day, but to rest there and spend the time in 
feasting. While they were pitching the tents the 
prince said: * I will go away with Farrukhruz until 
you have got ready the camp.’ So they departed, 
but had not gone many steps when they saw a 
beautiful wild ass, white as silver, with black lines 
stretching from the tip of each ear down to its tail. 
The prince, shouting to his brother to wait, imme- 
diately pursued it on his horse, trying with both 
noose and arrow to bring down his quarry; but 
the wild ass was as swift as the wind, and no horse 
could come near it nor arrow reach it. At length 
it vanished. By this time Khurshidshah was far 
from his friends and night had fallen. For a long 
time he wandered in the darkness, uncertain where 
his road lay, until at last from weariness he dropped 
from his horse and slept where he was. 

As he was preparing to ride home next morning, 
the wild ass appeared again, and again the prince 
set off in pursuit, and once more it vanished before 
he could catch it. He wandered for many miles 
until at last he came to a stretch of desert, a place 
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of barren hillocks of sand stretching as far as the 
eye could reach, with many stones and low thorny 
bushes. As he made his way slowly across the 
waste, to his amazement there came into view a 
beautiful tent, and as he came closer he saw that 
it was made of crimson satin, with silken ropes and 
tent-pegs of gold. A ring of jewels was set around it, 
and at the top of the tent-pole was perched a golden 
fish encrusted with precious stones. The flap of 
the tent was down, and no one was in sight. At 
last he reached the tent and cried out ‘Salam’, 
but no answer came, so he lifted up the flap and 
stepped in. 

A glorious vision met his gaze. Lying asleep 
upon brocaded cushions he beheld a princess, 
whose closed eyes were like narcissi, cheeks like a 
rose, chin like a round ball in a well, and her neck 
short, while a hundred small folds fell under her 
chin. Her bosom was like a throne of silver, her 
arm short, and on every finger flashed jewelled 
rings. 

Breathlessly the prince gazed upon her beauty, 
and in a moment his heart had left his body in his 
love. The world suddenly became bright to his 
eyes. To his heart he said: £ O heart, that once 
laughed at lovers, what hath possessed thee 7’ As 
he gazed, the princess opened her eves, and seeing 
the handsome youth before her, she cried out: 
* Who are you, and whence have you come here ? ’ 
The prince was enchanted with her voice, and 
exclaimed: ‘ Be not afraid, I came to rest at your 
door. Who are you? Are you a houri that the 
gate-keeper of Paradise has sent to look at the 
earth, or are you the queen of the fairies? In my 
life I have seen no one like you.’ Butshe reptied: 
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*O handsome youth, what is your concern with 
my origin 7’ 

The prince was left speechless with surprise by 
this reply, and thought to himself; ‘If only my 
horsemen were here I could carry her off with me, 
for if she will not go, I cannot, without shaming 
her, carry her off alone. Who can have brought 
her here? She must surely have some guard, but 
evenif a thousand horsemen appear I must oppose 
them all, and will overcome them.’ As he stood 
thinking thus, and glancing about him, he espied a 
golden pitcher full of water. At once he remem- 
bered his thirst, for he had not drunk water for a 
dayandanight. Turning tothe princess he craved 
her permission to take a drink, saying he was 
very thirsty. ‘ Why did you not drink ?’ said the 
maiden. ‘ Water is made to drink.’ The prince 
stepped forward and took up the vessel. Scarcely 
had he placed it to his lips and taken one draught 
than his senses left him and he fell swooning to the 
floor. 

Meantime Farrukhruz had returned to the camp 
and told the prince’s followers that Khurshidshah 
had gone in pursuit of a wild ass and had not 
returned to the place appointed. He had now 
waited a whole day and night, and thought it would 
be advisable to go in search of the prince. Immedi- 
ately the royal attendants flew to horse, and rode 
hard till they reached the top of a hill. There in 
front of them they beheld a valley, rough and 
desolate, which appeared to them as a portion of 
Hell. Soon they saw the prince lving amidst the 
stones and sand. and thought he must surely have 
fallen from his horse while chasing the wild ass, 
and been killed. But when they approached, 
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they saw, to their joy, that the prince was alive. 
They waited, shading him till he was awake, and 
were amazed, when he opened his eyes, to hear him 
exclaim: ‘ Where is the princess and where the 
beautiful red tent, and what is this vile place of 
sand and stones?’ When he at last realized 
what had happened he was inconsolable; his 
courtiers tried to persuade him that it was all 
a dream or else that he had been deluded. ‘For’, 
said they, ‘no one can believe that any living 
creature could have dwelt in this desolate waste.’ 

Slowly they made their way back towards the 
palace, and the prince was bowed down with 
grief and despair, when suddenly he espied on his 
finger a ring, inscribed with mystic symbols and of 
curious design. Overjoyed, he cried aloud to his 
companions: ‘ Behold, does this not prove my 
story ? This must surely be a token of her love.’ 

They made the rest of the journey in great 
haste, and, having arrived home, they reported 
the whole matter to the king. 

As time went on, the prince in his longing for 
the maiden fell desperately sick. The physicians 
did all in their power. The astrologers who were 
consulted assured the king that his son would be 
healed, would become a great king, and after many 
trials and sorrows would reach great fortune. But 
it was all of no avail. The prince became more 
sick than ever. The wise men of the palace sus- 
pected that the remedy lay in the ring, but none 
of them could read its secret. At last the king 
consulted his vizier, and asked: ‘ What can we do 
to heal my son?’ The vizier replied: ‘ The only 
means lies in solving the mystery of the legend on 
the ring. Let the ring be hung in the market-place, 
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and offer a thousand dinars of gold and a robe of 
honour to any one who can read it.’ The king 
consented to this, and the ring was exposed to the 
crowds that thronged the bazaar; but none was 
found who could offer any clue. 

After many days an old dervish with a ragged 
cloak upon his back and a staff in his hand came to 
the town, and seeing a great crowd gathered in the 
market-place he turned to a bystander and asked : 
‘Why is all this tumult, and why is this gold ring 
hung on high, and why do the criers proclaim that 
any one who can read the ring will be given a 
thousand dinars and a robe of honour °? Give me 
the ring, and let me examine it.’ 

The crowd, on hearing this from the old man, 
laughed and jeered at him, saying: ‘It is now four 
months that all the wise men of the earth, and all 
the nobles and priests, and men of high station 
and of low, have tried to read the mystery but have 
not succeeded. How can you hope to doit?’ But 
the officers of the king heard what was happening, 
and making their way through the crowd brought 
the old man to where the king wasseated. The 
monarch greeted him, and asked if he could read 
the inscription. ‘ Assuredly, said he, * and I know 
where the ring itself belongs.’ 

The king, accompanied by the dervish, then 
made his way to the palace, to the chamber where 
the prince lay. Seated there, the old man told his 
story thus: ` This ring belongs to the daughter of 
the Emperor of China. The maiden, whose name 
is Mah Pari, is beautiful as the full moon; but she 
has a nurse who is a powerful sorceress, and who, 
if she is not shown sufficient honour by the Em- 
peror, carries off the princess to remote parts of 
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the earth, to such places as that in which you saw 
her. Only when the king humbles himself to the 
sorceress does she bring the princess back. The 
Ting is a talisman with magic power, which makes 
him who can read the signs thereon safe from her 
power. I have no doubt that the nurse makes 
matters so to fall out that kings and princes see 
the maiden and are at once smitten with love 
for her. So it was that she induced you to 
follow the wild ass, who was indeed the sorceress 
herself, that you might come upon the princess. 
She has had the name of the girl engraved upon the 
bezel of the ring—I know the man who made it. 
His name is Sa‘d the engraver, and he lives in 
China.’ Then the old man asked for wax, and, 
taking an impress of the bezel, he breathed upon 
the wax, when there appeared clearly the legend 
MHP R. At this, all that stood by were filled 
with amazement. 

The prince then asked : ‘ Is the girl betrothed ?’ 
to which the old man replied: ‘ Not yet. I know 
of twenty-one princes who have wooed her, but 
they have never been able to fulfil the conditions 
she imposes.’ Khurshidshah then asked: ‘ Why 
is that? Does the king of China need much 
treasure, or is he a weakling that he countenances 
it?” The old man replied: ‘ The king has been 
brought to grievous sickness, from the fact that 
by magic the sorceress propounds various difficult 
tasks to the suitors, which must be carried out. 
One is the capture of a wild and savage horse, 
another is wrestling with an Abyssinian slave, 
and the third is to give the reply to a certain 
question so difficult that if any one can answer it 
the king will give him his daughter in marriage. 
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But whoever is unsuccessful is taken by the 
sorceress to her own apartment, there to be 
tortured.’ 

All were amazed that such things could be, but 
Khurshidshah burst out that he would lead a great 
army to China and win the princess at all costs. 
Upon hearing this the old man turned to the king 
and said: ‘Let your son hearken to my advice 
and not do what he plans, for the wooing of the 
princess is beset with great peril, and his desire to 
see her is roused merely by his ignorance of her 
real state. To seek her can but lead to sorrow.’ 
But the king replied: “He is set now upon doing 
this.’ He ordered that the old man should be 
given a robe of honour and a purse of gold; and 
so dismissed him. 

Now the king did not know that the old man 
was the sorceress, who had transformed herself for 
her own purposes. When the old man kad departed 
the king turned to his son and urged him, now that 
he knew who the maiden was, to be consoled and 
strive to rid himself of his sickness. ‘ For’, said he, 

“any object may be attained by health of body, 
and no wealth or empire in the world can be set 
against it for value.’ 

“The prince took his father’s counsel, and by 
careful regime was in a month restored to health. 
He rejoiced now in bodily strength, and going one 
day to his father, said: ‘Your Majesty knows 
into what depths of sorrow I have been cast by 
love, and to what degree I have suffered bodily 
pain through excess of love. I crave now your 
permission to gird up my loins and go in search 
of the princess, for until I shall have found her 
I shall never find relief from melancholy.’ 
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The king observed the eager tones of his son, 
but said: * My son, remember the counsel of that 
old man, for it is only by following such counsel 
that one achieves one’s desires. Beware also of 
putting upon your father too great grief. Remember 
that you saw the maiden only as she lav asleep. 
You know not her waking manners nor her way of 
life. You are still a youth, and have never before 
been parted from your father and your mother.’ 

The prince was smitten with grief at this reply, 
and weeping bitterly pleaded long and earnestly 
with his father. ‘ Father,’ he cried, “ you cannot 
know the pain that is in my heart, else you would 
not thus increase my sorrow. You have never 
been afflicted by such bitterness of separation as 
I now suffer. When I saw the maiden, I loved her, 
not knowing who she was or whence she came. 
Now that I know, my love is increased a hundred- 
fold. I pray you to let me depart; if you do not, 
I shall destroy myself, for I have no more power to 
bear my anguish. It is not you that are plunged in 
the heart of the battle, you merely regard its 
progress, and to the spectator all warlike deeds 
are simple. If, on the other hand, you hesitate 
on account of the treasure or the army I must take 
with me, then let not that concern you, for I need 
neither the one nor the other. I wil! go alone, and 
by my own courage win her, or die. But what- 
ever befall, let it be no source of grief to you.’ 

The king replied: ‘ Truly you know that it is 
no matter of treasure. You are my heir; my 
treasures and kingdom must in the end come to 
you; nor is it an army that grieves me; but I 
am loath to drink the cup of sorrow that you force 
into my hand. Butif you must go, let it be as you 
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desire. and may your quest be prosperous!’ The 
prince in great joy left his father, who thereupon 
commanded that the treasure houses be opened. 
From them he brought out great stores of jewels 
and gold and silver, musk and ambergris and 
camphor, robes of Rūm and Baghdad satin, to the 
extent of twenty ass loads: a tent also and a 
pavilion to dwell in, store-tents, a kitchen, water- 
carriers, and all else needful for a journey. 

The king then summoned the two ministers 
Alyan and Alyar. To them he said: ‘ I desire you 
to accompany my son to China. He ts yet young 
and does not know all the ways of the world, nor is 
he acquainted with the forms and ceremonies fitting 
to different occasions. The duty will fall upon 
you to enlighten him concerning what is proper.’ 
The two ministers made obeisance, saying, “ We 
are slaves; we will perform all that Your Majesty 
commands.’ 

Finally Marzubanshah appointed a thousand 
horsemen to escort the prince, and set Prince 
Farrukhruz over them. Then, the two ministers 
having made all ready, the prince bade his 
mother and sisters farewell and the caravan 
departed, amid the tears and wailing of the women- 
folk and to the sound of the beating of drums. 

Stage by stage they journeyed, until at last 
the guide came to Khurshidshah and warned him 
that a desert oi forty days’ march was before them. 
‘We must have water, food and fodder in plenty, 
so that we may win across this desert.’ Alyan and 
Alyar assured the prince that their food and fodder 
was sufficient for fifty days, and then, having filled 
all their water vessels, the caravan struck into the 
waste. It appeared to them as though no human 
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being could ever have set foot there before. It 
was barren of water, not a blade of grass or a 
leaf was to be seen, the ground was flat and hot 
under foot, the dwelling place of divs and ghouls, 
most terrible. 

They had crossed about a fifth of the desert 
when the demon of cupidity came upon Alyan and 
Alyar, and roused the evil that wasinthem. They 
took counsel together and said: ‘ Why should we 
submit to the commands of a youth? Let us 
overwhelm him, seize all this great treasure, and 
ourselves become rulers and kings.’ But the 
thought of what they must do with Farrukhruz 
troubled their minds. At last they decided that 
they must destroy both the princes, and then 
declare themselves supreme. ‘ The escort is with 
us, they reasoned, ‘and we can kill any man 
who will not make a compact with us.’ They 
decided further that they would carry out their 
murderous design by means of poison. 

One night, therefore, they summoned Timur- 
tash, the slave of Khurshidshah, and, handing 
over to him a small packet containing poison, told 
him that when next the prince and Farrukhruz 
called for wine, he was to put this poison into the 
cup before he handed it to them. They promised 
that if he did this they would give him wealth 
beyond his dreams. Now the slave had a great 
affection for his master, and understood moreover 
that when he had carried out their treacherous 
plan he would in his turn become their victim. 
He therefore took the package, pretending to 
consent, but as soon as he could he went secretly 
to his master and warned him of what was afoot, at 
the same time showing him the poison. 
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The prince embraced him for his righteous deed, 
gave him a jewel-encrusted bracelet that he had 
upon his hand, and said: ‘ Contrive to give them 
this very poison. They would not have rewarded 
you had you carried out their design, but would 
have destroyed you. I will make vou commander 
of my escort, my friend and confidant. I call 
Farrukhruz to witness also that my father shall 
be told of this, and he in his turn will reward you.’ 

When the caravan halted that night, and the 
ministers, as was their custom, came to the 
prince’s tent to eat their meal and to drink wine, 
they made a sign secretly to the slave Timurtash, 
who by a glance reassured them. But he presented 
the poisoned cup first to Alyan and then to Alyar, 
and before he had time to take the cup from the 
latter’s hand, both the traitors fell dead. The 
slave cried out: ‘Thus may all your enemies 
perish, O prince. These traitors must be hung 
up, for no other fate befits them.’ 

The corpses were thereupon taken out and sus- 
pended aloft, while the prince announced to the 
whole camp what had occurred, and gave a robe 
of honour to Timurtash. He also appointed him 
to have charge of the treasures and made him his 
personal companion. 

The next morning the caravan resumed its way. 
For days it marched forward until the desert had 
been left behind and inhabited country was 
reached once more. At the edge of the desert 
they came upon a city, where they rested for three 
days, and then continued their journey until one 
day there appeared in view the landscape of China. 

Outside the gates of the capital they encamped, 
while from the walls a great concourse of people 
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watched them. News was soon brought to the 
emperor that a strong company of armed men had 
encamped outside the gates, with many horses and 
much treasure. It happened that the emperor’s 
vizier, Mihran, a man of world-wide experience, 
wise and understanding, was with him when the 
news was brought. Together they decided to send 
a chamberlain with a strong escort to find out who 
the new-comers were, whether they were friendly 
or hostile, strangers or meig abets, and what their 
business was. 

Now while they sat encamped before the city 
gate, Farrukhruz, warned by the adventure in the 
desert, came to his brother secretly and said: * If 
you trust my integrity and honour to represent 
you, it would be safer and better if you were to 
put on my robes and I yours, and that I pretended 
to be Khurshidshah and you Farrukhruz. When 
I am summoned to the emperor's court, I shall 
doubtless be asked that difficult question by the 
nurse-sorceress, and, failing to answer, shall be 
carried off. You will then remain, and will doubtless 
find some means of achieving your aim and of 
helping me. If not, then I will gladly die to help 
you.’ After some delay Khurshidshah consented to 
this plan, and donned his brother’s clothes. When, 
a few moments later, the emperor’s messenger 
arrived, it was Farrukhruz that received him in 
state, while Khurshidshah waited in attendance, 
though none knew of the change. The ambassador 
made obeisance to Farrukhruz and greeted him in 
the name of the emperor, saying: ‘ The lord of the 
world, the emperor of China, commands me to ask 
what your race is, whence you come, what your 
‘desire is, and what reason brings you to this land, 
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so that we may carry out your wishes.’ In reply 
Farrukhruz said : * Ambassador, carry my greeting 
to the emperor, and say that I am Khurshidshah, 
son of Marzubanshah, king of the country of 
Halab, and of all the Syrias. It has been told me 
that the emperor has a daughter, famed for her 
beauty. My purpose in coming to this land was 
to ask for the hand of the maiden in marriage. 
I have no other concern. If he grant me per- 
mission, I will fly to put myself at his service and 
kiss the ground at his feet; if not, then I must 
return disconsolate. Go to the emperor and make 
my cause clear to him.’ 

The ambassador thereupon took his leave, and 
on coming to the palace intormed his master that 
the stranger was a royal prince, who desired to be 
his son-in-law. The king was thrown into the 
greatest agitation by this news. Turning to his 
vizier, Mihran, he said: ` What fate is this that will 
make every monarch in the world my enemy, on 
account of this daughter of mine ? Would she had 
never been born, that I might escape these constant 
troubles.’ Mihran replied: ‘From the world’s 
beginning it has been ever thus, that kings have 
had daughters, and other kings have sought union 
with them. Your trouble is not on that account— 
for all kings suffer that—but on account of this 
sorceress-nurse, who is a visitation from the gods, 
and cannot therefore be overcome, unless per- 
chance the gods granttheir aid. For the moment, 
however, it is necessary for you to receive the 
youth, for he is a royal prince.’ 

The king gave orders that the town was to be 
decorated, and a lodging prepared. Then, when all 
was ready, he dispatched Mihran his vizier with 
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a number of courtiers and chamberlains and 
a thousand horsemen, to the prince’s camp.. 
Farrukhruz received them with great ceremonial.,. 
and the vizier conveyed to him the king’s message 
that if he would so far incommode himself as to 
proceed to the royal palace, his further pleasure 
„would be there awaited. The company then set 
out. On their arrival in the city, they found it 
splendid with adornment and resonant with music. 
Passing through a lofty gateway carpeted with 
Egyptian rugs and lined by rows of slaves in golden 
headgear, they came after a series of curtained 
passages to a mighty chamber four hundred paces 
long andas many broad. It was splendid as Shah 
Jamshid, paved with alabaster and turquoise, 
having in the centre a great fountain, where gold 
and silver fish swam in abundance. By this stood 
a couch of ivory and teak, ebony and sandalwood, 
and a great throne of goldand silver, upon which 
sat the emperor himself. When the latter saw 
Farrukhruz, he was charmed by his beauty, and 
invited him to sit by his side upon the throne. 
Then, while they feasted, the emperor spoke with 
Farrukhruz, asking him why he came to this far 
country. The prince repeated to him what he had 
already said to the ambassador. Greatly moved, 
the king replied: ‘If I had a hundred thousand 
daughters I would give them to your embrace, and 
were you to ask for my kingdom I would give it 
you. But, for the sake of your own welfare, do 
not press me for my daughter. I know that it has 
been spread abroad and is a matter of general 
knowledge that I am helpless in the hands of 
a sorceress-nurse, and that twenty-one princes 
have been slain by her when they came to woo my 
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daughter. For vour own sake and the sake of your 
father, whose heart I know must grieve at being 
separated from his son, I advise you to wait till 
the nurse has died, and then woo my daughter.’ 
Without hesitation the prince assured him that 
far from waiting till the sorceress died, he could 
not restrain himself for a single day. For long they 
debated. At last the king summoned a courtier, 
by name Salih Lala, who was the princess’s cham- 
berlain, and sent him to her apartment with the 
message that a prince, Khurshidshah, had come 
from Halab to woo her. When the messenger came 
to the princess’s door, the nurse was seated with 
her, and, on hearing the king’s message, she dressed 
the princess in her finery, and with her attendants 
led her into the king’s presence. Needless to 
say how Khurshidshah gazed with all his strength 
at the maiden, love of whom possessed him. 
Farrukhruz, however, as courtesy demanded, 
kept his glance away from her and continued his 
converse with the king. When the nurse came 
before the king she called: ‘ Who is the suitor ?’ 
to which Farrukhruz replied: ‘Iam.’ Then said 
she: ‘Have you heard the legend, and seen the 
wild horse and the Abyssinian slave, and have you 
learnt the secret, and know who speaks of it?” He 
replied: ‘If I had not acquainted myself with 
that matter, I should not have come.’ | 

The next day the field of combat was made ready, 
and the king stood beneath a sunshade, while 
Khurshidshah in his own royal clothes came and 
stood in Farrukhruz’s place, with Farrukhruz as 
his attendant. On his arrival the nurse gave orders 
that the horse be brought in, and, plunging madly, 
a piebald horse was dragged in by several elephants. 
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Khurshidshah sprang into the field, and the animal 
at once charged at him, head down. As it 
approached, the prince sprang aside and contrived 
to seize the animal by both ears, so that it stood 
helpless and quiet. He then saddled it and 
galloped backwards and forwards on the ground 
with the most marvellous horsemanship. <A great 
ery arose from the beholders when they saw his 
skill, and again when he dismounted to receive the 
emperor’s praise and a robe of honour in reward. 
The prince and his brother spent the night with 
the king, and the next day at sunrise the company 
again went down to the open ground, which was 
thronged with spectators. Soon an Abyssinian 
slave came on to the ground, like a mountain for 
stature, and dressed in a pair of leathern drawers. 
There he stood, while Khurshidshah approached, 
like a cypress for beauty, so that all who looked 
on him were amazed. They sighed for him, and 
cursed the evil nurse. When the prince came to 
within a few paces of the negro, he uttered a great 
shout and flung himself upon him. The negro, 
too, launched himself like a demon upon the 
prince, so that both clung and swayed together. 
Then quickly disengaging himself the prince flung 
himself down to the ground, and seizing the negro 
by his two feet he raised him from the ground, 
lifted him over his head, and dashed him so violently 
to the earth that the negro’s head, neck, and back 
were shattered. A roar from all the beholders 
signalled this feat, and Khurshidshah approached 
and kissed the king’s hand, and the king in turn 
embraced him and clothed him in a robe of honour. 
The nurse, thereupon, in high dudgeon bore off 
the princess to her own apartment, while the 
254 H 
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populace departed homewards and turned the 
night into bright day with rejoicing and feasting. 
The emperor, having ordered the palace to be 
decorated and illuminated, sent a message to 
summon Khurshidshah to a feast. The prince 
donned the garments of Farrukhruz and gave his 
brother his own royal iobes; then, on going with 
him into the palace, he seated himself in his 
brother’s place. When they arrived they found 
the accursed sorceress already present with the 
princess. Almost as soon as the prince was seated 
she turned to Farrukhruz, and said: ‘ Now tell 
me what is the secret and who speaks of it, and 
what is his description.” The king and Mihran, 
his vizier, were dismayed at this speech, and 
Farrukhruz, turning to her, said in wrath: ‘ This 
is no riddle, but a stratagem. Were it a riddle 
I might give you the answer to it now; but since 
it is a stratagem I demand three days’ respite 
before I reply.’ The sorceress refused to hear of 
any delay, and leaping from her throne, seized 
Farrukhruz and carried him off to her apartment, 
while the princess followed in her footsteps. A 
great cry and groans came from all the spectators 
at this sight. The king, too, was utterly downcast. 
Khurshidshah, full of grief, returned to his 
lodging in the utmost misery. With his com- 
panions he sat down to mourn his brother, and 
remained sorrowing for several days. One day, 
when his period of mourning was ended, the prince 
went to walk in the bazaar of the linen drapers, and 
coming to the shop of Khwaja Sa‘d the chief of the 
drapers, who was his friend, entered it and sat 
down. As they sat there conversing, a horseman 
of remarkable bearing passed the door. After 


PRINCESS OF CHINA 195 


him went a number of bold and warrior-like men 
on foot, led by another man of notable and 
courageous appearance. Turning to his friend, 
the prince asked who this cavalier was, and who 
the warriors that walked behind him and the man 
that led them, for till that day he had beheld none 
like them. Khwaja Sa‘d replied: “ The horseman 
is Shaghal Pilzur (the Jackal with elephant 
strength), the chief of the nobles of the city, while 
the warrior on foot, in the felt cloak and with 
daggers at either hand, is the chief of the brigands. 
He is known as Samak the Brigand, and is the 
adopted son of Shaghal Pilzur. The others are 
their companions, and between them they have 
power over all the city, and form its army.’ The 
prince immediately thought to himself: ‘ If I need 
help it is to him that I must go’; and so thinking, 
departed to his lodging. ‘There he dismissed 
Timurtash, his constant companion, and advised 
his attendants to scatter and let report of them be 
as little heard as possible, lest they attract the 
attention of the sorceress. Moreover, by their 
doing so, he himself might carry out his plans with 
less danger. Then, taking a purse of one thousand 
gold pieces, he made his way to the house of 
Shaghal Pilzur. 

At the gate he found two sentinels, whom he 
asked to announce the fact of his arrival to their 
master. They replied : ‘ The gate of the chivalrous 
is always open.’ ‘ True,’ he countered, ‘ but it is 
not chivalrous or discreet to enter the house of the 
chivalrous without permission.’ Finally he was 
admitted to the presence of Pilzur, who welcomed 
him graciously as one of the defenders of Khurshid- 
shah. After they had eaten together and drunk 

He 
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wine, the prince turned to his host and asked : 
“How many boundaries has chivalry?’ He 
replied: ‘Chivalry goes beyond all boundaries, 
but its greater sides are seventy and two, and out 
of these, two are the choicest, one to provide bread 
and the other to don armour. What now is your 
need 7’ ‘Since you describe the donning of 
armour as of the essence of chivalry,’ replied the 
prince, ‘I would ask your indulgence while I tell 
vou a secret that I have.’ Pilzur swore an oath 
that he would not repeat to any one what he was 
told, and made his companions also swear. 

í Then,’ said the prince, ‘ you must know that 
I am Khurshidshah, son of “Marzubanshah, king 
of Syria.’ ‘ But, young man,’ said Pilzur, ‘ I was 
at the king’s court when the nurse carried off 
Khurshidshah before my very eyes. How can you 
say that you are he? I desire nought but the 
essence of truth.’ ‘ That’, said the prince in reply. 

“was my brother Farrukhruz, who came with me 
and shared the perils of the journey with me. It 
was I that subdued the horse and the Abyssinian. 
but on account of the riddle my brother gave up 
his life for mine.’ 

When Pilzur realized the truth of this story he 
said: ‘ The chivalry of Farrukhruz is greater than 
any of ours,’ and raising his cup he drank to the 
hero’s memory. Then he embraced Khurshidshah, 
and said: ‘ We are sixty men, and we pledge 
ourselves to the companionship and service of 
Farrukhruz.’ In the course of their conversation 
the prince turned to his newly-found friend and 
said: ‘ My brother, since your favour is so great, 
I would ask if you can contrive in the morning 
to let me see the princess, and so possibly gain 
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news of Farrukhruz from her.’ He replied: * My 
son, it is a difficult task that you demand. It 
cannot be achieved by a long purse, for that harem 
is surrounded by the fear of the sorceress. If it 
were an undertaking that might be carried out by 
gold, or strength, or by a stratagem, or by 
brigandage, then we might perform it, but none 
but a bird of mystery can fly round those walls. 
Khurshidshah was greatly downcast, but suddenly 
Samak the brigand spoke. and said: ‘ Master, do 
not let the prince despair; I have an inspiration, 
but cunning is needed. The princess has a com- 
panion, Ruh Afza, a woman full of charm and 
wit. I am her friend and she will perform all I 
ask. Through her it may be made possible for the 
prince and the princess to meet.’ 

In great joy they spent the day and part of the 
night in feasting. At cock-crow, Pilzur, Samak, 
and the prince arose and went together to the 
dwelling of Ruh Afza. Samak knocked at the 
door and was admitted by a slave-girl, who recog- 
nized him. As he entered, Ruh Afza, who had 
been asleep, rose from her couch and greeted him, 
asking why he came at that hour, and whether all 
was well. ‘ Yes,’ replied the brigand, ‘all is well, 
except that our chief, Shaghal Pilzur, and a friend 
are standing outside the door.’ The woman hastily 
put on a robe and admitted them, gave them food 
and drink, and asked what their trouble was. 
Samak replied: ‘ Mother, you have often helped 
me, and once again | would desire you to hear me, 
and not let my words fall to the ground.’ < What 
is your need ?’ she asked, ‘ you know that if it be 
anything that demands secrecy I will never reveal 
it, and if you have anything to entrust you may 
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deliver it with confidence to me.” Samak there- 
upon pointed to the prince, and said: ‘ This youth, 
whose name is Khurshidshah, is a king’s son. He 
has placed himself under our protection. and he has 
come to this country to woo Mah Pari.’ ` But’, she 
cried out. “is not Khurshidshah he whom the 
sorceress carried off ?° Samak then disclosed to 
her the true state of affairs, and after further 
colloguy urged her to devise some method of 
attaining the prince’s object. 

After much thought she raised her head and 
said: ‘I have found a way, but what I say must 
be obeyed in every letter.’ Delivering the prince 
into the care of Ruh Afza, Pilzur and Samak 
then departed. The woman turned to the prince, 
and impressed upon him once more the importance 
of carrying out carefully all she said. Then she 
dressed. adorned, and scented him like a woman, 
told him his name would be Dil Afruz (i.e. the 
Heart-Exciting), and set him amongst the slave 
girls. Next day Pilzur and Samak came once more ; 
bringing with them a casket containing a soporific 
drug, and also a rope, both of which would, they 
said, be of use to the prince. And so he remained 
there for some time, practising the arts of a slave- 
girl. 

It befell some little time later that the feast of 
the New Year was celebrated. Ruh Afza was in 
attendance upon the princess, and walked with her 
in the garden. The princess asked after her health, 
whereupon her companion replied that she was well, 
and had, as a New Year gift for her mistress, a 
beautiful and accomplished slave-girl. ‘Send for 
her, said the princess, ‘and let me see her? A 
chamberlain was sent for Dil Afruz, and she came 
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in full beauty. Soon the princess asked her to sing 
and play, and this she did to the delight of all, so 
that the princess was greatly pleased with her, and, 
calling the girl to her side, gave her wine to drink 
and praised her. 

At last, when the guests had departed, the 
princess said to Dil Afruz: < You are skilled in all 
kinds of music, do you also play backgammon and 
chess?’ ‘A little, was the reply. She gave an 
order to her slaves, and they brought chessmen 
made of fishes’ teeth, hollowed and filled with 
musk and ambergris, and a playing board of leather 
stitched with silk, having sides of crystal. And so 
they played, and though the prince was more 
skilled, still he allowed his fair opponent’s pieces 
to stand untaken. 

The princess was delighted with the game. 
When it was over, she dismissed all her slave-girls 
and told her chamberlain to admit no one, for she 
desired to drink wine with her nurse and with Dil 
Afruz. Now it was the task of Dil Afruz to pour 
out the wine, and as soon as opportunity offered 
he put some of the soporific drug which he had 
brought with him into the goblets of the sorceress 
and the princess, so that both were soon uncon- 
scious. The prince was greatly tempted to slay 
the sorceress at once, but bethought him that she 
alone held the secret of his brother’s fate. He 
carried her out of the apartment into the garden 
therefore, and tied her securely with his rope. 
Then, climbing the wall, he pulled her up after 
him, and let her down on the other side. Then he 
too leapt down, and putting her over his shoulder 
made for the house of his warrior friends. As he 
made his way in the black darkness, two men who 
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were coming towards him called out to him to halt, 
and asked who he was. On coming nearer he saw 
to his great joy that they were his friends Pilzur 
and Samak, who had been warned by Ruh Afza 
that their presence in the neighbourhood of the 
palace-wall might be opportune that night. He 
related what had occurred and handed over his 
burden to them, then went back as he had come 
into the palace. 

The brigands carried the sorceress to their 
castle. There they flung her down upon the floor, 
so that the shock awoke her, and, to her great 
anger and amazement, she found herself fast bound 
and surrounded by bold-looking men. She 
shrieked out on seeing them, asking who they were, 
but their only reply was to demand the solution of 
her secret, and to ask whither she had carried off 
the prince. She refused any answer, though time 
and again she was questioned, and at last basti- 
nadoed heavily. But nothing could make her 
speak, so that they left her impatiently in a 
dungeon to await another opportunity. 

Meantime Khurshidshah had made his way back 
into the chamber where the princess lay. But he 
could not sleep. The thought of his brother set 
him roaming about the sleeping palace. By 
chance he came to a vestibule, but as he entered, 
a negro slave with a drawn sword in his hand 
sprang forward, saying: ‘ No one may enter here. 
This is the abode of the sorceress.’ The prince 
heard this with secret joy, but said: ‘I am Dil 
Afruz, the princess’s minstrel maiden. I awoke 
to find drink, for I was thirsty, but I have lost 
my way. Upon this the negro bowed low and 
asked the maiden to enter and drink wine with him. 
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Khurshidshah eagerly agreed, and sat for some 
time pretending to drink, but plying the negro 
with wine until he fell into a drunken sleep. 
Quickly, then, the prince arose, took up a lamp, 
and looked about him. In the course of his wander- 
ing he came into the courtyard of the castle to 
which the sorceress bore off her victims. In front 
of him was a door, upon which were nailed a number 
of human skulls. He tried it, and found it locked. 
Thinking to himself that the secret must lie behind 
that door, and that the key to fit it must be in the 
possession of the black slave, he returned, and to 
his joy found a key in the slave’s pocket. The 
thought came strongly to him that Farrukhruz 
was alive and imprisoned behind the locked door. 
Quickly he unlocked it, and found before him 
a ladder stretching down into the darkness. Down 
this he clambered for more than fifty steps, finding 
himself at last in a large underground chamber in 
which were four doors, with a couch facing each. 
By the light of several candles which were burning, 
he saw a number of people bound hand and foot 
lying on the couches, and to his overwhelming joy 
in the midst of them he recognized Farrukhruz. To 
him he leapt and embraced him, while his brother 
asked him how he had come, and how it was that 
he had escaped the sorceress and the black slave. 
‘The story is too long to tell now:’ replied the 
prince, ‘look at my garb, and you will understand 
partly how I came.’ As he spoke he untied the 
bonds that fettered his brother, who stood again 
upon his feet. “And now,’ said he to Khurshidshah, 
“let us release these other princes, who have 
suffered like myself.’ The prince replied that they 
must first swear an oath to reveal nothing of what 
H 3 
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they had seen, and that they must remain in the 
dungeon till the morrow, for the palace was strange 
to him, and he did not yet know a favourable way 
out. Also his disguise made it necessary for him 
to be in attendance upon the princess. ‘ But,’ 
he added, ‘ be not afraid, I will send out and bring 
men to help me, and by to-morrow you shall all 
be free.’ 

So saying, he departed with Farrukhruz, locked 
the door after him, and replaced the key in the 
slave’s pocket. Thence they made their way on 
to the roof, where Khurshidshah tied his rope 
round his brother’s middle, and told him that when 
he was outside the palace he must go to the quarter 
of the straw-sellers, to the house of the cavaliers. 
There he was to ask for Shaghal Pilzur and Samak, 
and was to tell them all that had occurred. Also, 
if any message was necessary, it was to be sent by 
the hand of Ruh Afza. He then let his brother 
down by the rope, returned to the princess’s 
chamber, and there slept until far into the morning. 

Now Farrukhruz, as he had been instructed, 
found his way to the castle of Pilzur and Samak, 
and was admitted. To his amazement the sound 
of the bastinado fell upon his ears as he entered, 
but his wonder was soon allayed when he saw 
that it was the old sorceress who was being 
beaten. He presented himself to the chief brigands, 
who greeted him warmly, and asked how he had 
come and how he had left Khurshidshah. The 
prince replied that all was well. As he spoke the 
sorceress turned towards him, and seeing him she 
cried out, ‘ How are you here? Is my black slave 
dead, and my palace destroyed?’ Farrukhruz 
tauntingly replied: ‘ You thought I was like the 
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others, a helpless youth come to woo the princess 
to make sport for you, but I broke down your 
palace and am free. To-morrow I will show you 
all the other unfortunates whom you have tor- 
mented.’ Amid the curses of the wretched woman, 
Pilzur and Samak departed with him to the house 
of Ruh Afza. To her they told the story of what 
had occurred, and asked her to bear to Kurshidshah 
the message that they would station themselves 
that night under the walls of the palace, and would 
be ready to rescue him and the other princes. 
Ruh Afza made her way to the palace and 
found the princess feasting with her maidens. As 
soon as occasion offered she whispered to Khur- 
shidshah what plan had been made, and soon 
afterwards took her leave. Night had fallen 
before the feasting and the music were over. The 
princess then dismissed all her slave-girls, and 
Kurshidshah in his disguise made his way to 
the black slave, whom he again beguiled with 
wine and music till he lay in a drunken sleep. 
Upon seeing the negro unconscious the prince 
ascended to the roof, and from it saw his friends 
with about fifty companions gathered below. At 
once he let down his rope and pulled up Pilzur and 
Samak, who ordered their men to wait. The three 
friends then crept stealthily to the sorceress’s 
apartments, where they came upon the slave. 
When the prince had taken the key of the dungeon 
from his pocket, Samak destroyed entirely what 
life remained in the negro. Together then they 
climbed down into the dungeon, where they found 
eight handsome youths bound hand and foot. 
As he stood before them Samak told them that 
the woman with him was Kurshidshah, who had 
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come to woo the princess and had faced enor- 
mous dangers in order to overcome the sorceress 
and to reach the dungeon on their behalf. He 
also made them swear an oath, that when they 
were released they would no longer seek to win 
Mah Pari, but would allow her to become the 
wife of Khurshidshah. They were not to become 
enemies of the prince on that account nor bear 
him any grudge. His friends were to be their 
friends and his enemies theirs. All swore the 
oath that Samak desired, and he released them 
from their bonds. But instead of ascending to the 
roof they made their way to the gate of the palace, 
and having overpowered the sentinels that stood 
there, opened the gate and went out in safety ; 
Khurshidshah going with them. 

When, next morning, the princess awoke and 
called for her Dil Afruz she was greeted by the 
answer that the slave-girl was not to be found. 
The chamberlain whom she sent in search returned 
with the answer that he could find no trace of her. 
The princess at last went into the apartment of the 
sorceress. To her amazement and horror she 
found the negro slave, who had always guarded 
the door, lying dead upon the ground, and as she 
ventured farther, she saw that the door of the 
dungeon was opened and the prisoners no longer 
there. In great haste she ran to her father and 
told him what had occurred, telling him in reply 
to his questions, that for two or three days the 
sorceress also had not been seen. 

Now the king had just heard that the sentinels 
at the gate had been overwhelmed and slain, and he 
at once summoned his vizier. ‘Some one’, said he 
to the minister when he arrived, ‘ has broken into 
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the nurse’s dungeon, liberated the captives, and 
slain our sentinels. What can have become of the 
nurse ? My daughter has told me that for two or 
three days now she has not been seen.’ The vizier 
replied: “None but Pilzur and the brigands can 
have done this. Let someone be sent to inquire.’ 
A messenger was immediately dispatched, who 
brought Pilzur and Samak to the palace. There 
they came into the presence of the king and the 
vizier. The latter in angry tones asked them how 
they had ventured to enter the very palace of the 
king, there to slay his sentinels and carry off the 
nurse. He told them also that only they could have 
done this thing. Samak, who was as skilled with 
his tongue as with his sword, then explained what 
had emboldened them to do what they had done ; 
how the prince Kurshidshah had implored their 
aid, and how he and his brother were now safely in 
their hands, as also were the other princes whom 
the sorceress had imprisoned. Also he declared 
that the sorceress herself was now in chains. ‘If 
Your Majesty commands,’ he concluded, ‘I will 
bring them all into your presence.’ ‘Do so,’ said 
the emperor ; and at once they departed. On their 
way back they brought with them all the princes, 
and sixty of their brigand comrades. As they 
passed through the city the rumour of what had 
occurred spread abroad, and at once a crowd of 
a hundred thousand people, men, women, and 
children, gathered round them and followed them, 
thronging the streets. Their way led through the 
gloomy bazaars, and as they passed there the 
thought came into the head of Samak, “I will 
destroy this sorceress-nurse. She is neither a queen 
nor of noble birth, nor even the wife of the emperor, 
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that one is compelled to bring her to him. Nothing 
will be better than that I should slay her, and free 
the world from her.’ Thinking thus, he drew his 
knife and plunged it into the wretched woman’s 
bosom. So, with a great struggle, the sorceress gave 
up the ghost and died. 

The news of this went in advance of the company 
to the king, who rejoiced greatly and received the 
congratulations of all his nobles assembled there. 

Now when Mah Pari heard the story she was 
greatly disturbed at the thought that Dil Afruz 
was in reality the Prince Khurshidshah, and that 
he had penetrated into her apartments. Summon- 
ing her chamberlain she asked where the prince 
was, and was told that he was in attendance on 
her father. At once she went there, but could not 
recognize him, until at last the emperor, saying 
that he had heard of Khurshidshah’s skill in 
minstrelsy, invited him to sing. When the prince, 
after some hesitation, did so, Mah Pari was so 
greatly pleased with his appearance that she fell 
deeply in love with him. 

Now it happened that Mihran, the king’s vizier, 
had a son who also desired Mah Pari for his wife. 
He had long loved her in secret, but had been 
restrained by fear of the sorceress from venturing 
to woo her. Now that the sorceress was dead, 
though he saw that Khurshidshah was so greatly 
in favour, he went to his father and begged him 
to help in winning the princess. In the midst of 
Khurshidshah’s playing, therefore, while all were 
intent upon the singer, the vizier spoke to the king 
in the following fashion: ‘ It is not hidden from 
Your Majesty, that the wickedness of the dead 
sorceress-nurse gained for you the enmity of many 
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kings, whose sons, having come to woo your 
daughter, were imprisoned and slain by her. Also 
your subjects suffered much at her hands, and are 
ready on small provocation to revolt against you. 
It would soothe both the foreign monarchs and the 
populace if a further test could be devised, whereby 
all the princes now in China might compete against 
one another for the hand of the princess. Thereby 
would be obviated all jealousy of Khurshidshah 
amongst the suitors, and your subjects, in the 
pleasure of the spectacle, would forget their past 
sufferings.’ ‘ But’, the king objected, “ Khurshid- 
shah has shown his worth and his valour before all 
men.’ ` True,’ replied the cunning vizier, * but if 
you deliver the maiden to Khurshidshah without 
some plausible excuse, these princes will go each 
to his own country and return with armies 
to destroy you. Let them do battle one with 
another, in single combat, on the parade ground, 
and let your daughter be given to the victor. Thus 
will the mouth of the whole world be closed, and 
none will feel himself injured by you.’ 

The king at last reluctantly consented, and was 
telling Mihran to devise a plan for the contest when 
Samak the brigand, who had been standing near, 
and had overheard the conversation, came forward 
and said to the emperor: ‘Your Majesty, the 
maiden is now Khurshidshah’s. He has won her 
by his courage and skill, and no man has a right 
to cast his glance upon her. For whom does 
Mihran desire your daughter, that he speaks thus ?’ 
Mihran replied: ‘The populace must be pacified, 
and only the spectacle will calm them.’ And so 
the matter was arranged and announced to all 
present. The vizier’s son was filled with glee at 
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the plan, and boasted to those around him: ‘If an 
elephant were to come against me I would take 
it up and rend it.’ 

That evening the emperor was filled with 
anxiety concerning Khurshidshah, for he desired 
him greatly to be his son-in-law, and Mah Pari also 
lovedhim. Summoning her chamberlain, she gave 
‘him a royal robe, the price of which Allah alone 
knows, and a black horse, the choicest in the king’s 
stables, together with a saddle and bridle with 
trappings of gold and jewels. She bade him take 
these to Khurshidshah in secret, that people might 
not see. 

She herself next morning sought her father’s 
permission, and went, concealed from the eyes of 
men, to the battle-ground. Soon Khurshidshah, 

dressed in his royal robe and riding upon the black 
` charger, came on to the field, followed by Far- 
rukhruz, Samak, and Pilzur, and their sixty men- 
at-arms. Before the king he halted and did 
obeisance, and the king replied graciously. 

The princess's suitors were all present upon the 
field. Going to the king they told him that they 
had no quarrel with Khurshidshah, and indeed had ` 
sworn an oath when he rescued them from the 
sorceress, that they would leave the princess to 
him and bear no grudge. At the vizier’s request, 
however, the king released them from the oath and 
the contest was opened. 

The first that rode out was the viziers son, 
Bahman, the brother of Mah Pari’s suitor. In loud 
tones he sent out a challenge to any of Khurshid- 
shah’s following, and a knight rode forth towards 
him. At once the youth engaged him and thrust 
his spear so cleanly at him that it pierced through 
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his back. Again and again the youth made his 
challenge, till at last twenty men lay dead on the 
field. Khurshidshah then arose to do him battle, 
and, seeing him arise, Mihran called out: ‘ Con- 
sider well! do you not see how he has trampled on 
all his opponents!’ But Khurshidshah called out : 
` As you, by setting down one letter after another, 
become at last skilled in writing, so I, by seeing 
his errors, know by what trick to overcome him.’ 
Setting his horse into a gallop against Bahman he 
avoided his thrust, but as he passed he seized him 
by his waist-belt and lifted himfrom his horse high 
over his head. Then he flung him down violently 
to the ground. As he turned, he saw waiting 
another son of the vizier. he that sought Mah 
Paris hand in marriage. Then at last he knew 
what the vizier intended, and cried out to the 
vizier: “If you had a hundred sons, I would 
overcome them all.’ 

Samak, who was watching, warned Kurshidshah 
to make no mistake, for his opponent was a warrior 
of skill and experience. But the prince, going 
boldly towards his rival, drew a great sharp-edged 
dagger from his bosom, and when he came near 
leaped upon him and plunged the dagger into his 
breast. When the vizier beheld this, by a signal he 
summoned a great crowd of men on to the battle- 
ground in the hope of doing Khurshidshah an 
injury, but the brigand chief and his men forced 
a guard round the prince and together they 
returned to their castle. 

The next day the prince went to the royal palace 
to arrange for his wedding. At first the emperor 
wished it delayed for forty days, but on Kurshid- 
shah’s pleading with him he agreed that the 
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wedding should be celebrated within ten days. 
Content with this the prince spent the following 
days in preparation. But on the seventh day, 
Samak, who had been inquiring secretly in the 
town, told Pilzur and the prince that the vizier 
was greatly enraged at the slaying of his two sons, 
and might attempt to carry off the princess, or to 
do her an injury. That night, therefore, by means 
of a rope he climbed into the palace, and entering 
the chamber where the princess lay sleeping, with 
all care wakened her and told her who he was and 
why he had come. Gladly the princess agreed to 
go with him to Khurshidshah, and together they 
went on to the roof, and the brigand, tying his rope 
about her waist. let her gently down to the ground. 
Then he himself followed and brought the maiden 
to her lover, who bore her off to his own country. 
There he lived for long with her in all happiness 
and luxury. 
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Dinar. 


Dirham. 
Div. 
Frang. 
Ghoul. 


Hammam. 


Hind. 
Jamshid. 


Kafir. 
Khatib. 


Maund. 
Peri. 
Qalandar. 
Qazi. 


Rum. 
Salam. 
Sheikh. 


GLOSSARY 


A gold coin, mostly worth about ten 
shillings, 

A small silver coin (Greek drachm). 

Evil genius; demon. 

Europe. 

A demon inhabiting lonely places. It may 
have one of many shapes and colours 
and devours men and animals. 

Public baths (hot). 

India. 

Jam the Brilliant, the most famous of the 
legendary kings of Persia. 

Unbeliever. 

Reader of prayers 
preacher. 

A weight of about two pounds. 

Good genius; fairy (male or female). 

A member of an itinerant order of ascetics. 

Judge; generally the administrator of 
ecclesiastical law, but he could also try 
civil and criminal cases, 

Byzantium. 

‘ Peace !’ (greeting). 

A devotee, learned in religion and the holy 
law. 


in the mosque; 


: SOT Ts TTT Pe 
ELS: 


> N, AN t , 


peblod OFP THE 


WORLD’S 
CMAs Les 


Oxford University Press 


RRR 


THE WORKGL DiS1CLAS Stes 


SERIES in constant progress, already containing 

over three hundred volumes, and offering in 
a size adapted for the pocket, and at a low price, the 
most famous works in the English language, with 
more than a few translations. Many of the volumes 
contain introductions by the best modern writers. 


POCKET SIZE, 6 x 33 inches (as this list). Large type, 
on thin opaque paper. Obtainable either in superfine 
art cloth or sultan-red leather. 


A NUMBER of the volumes are issued in the Oxford 
Library of Standard Works, the size and type as The 
World’s Classics, but bound in antique leather, em- 
bossed design, gilt top. These are specially recom- 
mended for presentation. (The volumes are obtain- 
able only through the booksellers.) 


IN THE FOLLOWING LIST the books are classi- 
fied as below. 


Anthologies Letters 
Autobiography Literary Criticism 
Biography Philosophy and Science 
Classics-Greek and Roman Poetry 
Drama Politics, Political Theory, 
Essays and Belles Lettres and Political Economy 
Fiction (Short Stories are Religion 

grouped separately) Short Stortes 
History Travel and Topography 


AN INDEX OF AUTHORS is given at the end of 
the list. 
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ON THE EVE OF PUBLICATION 
{| Autobiography 


Haypon (BENJAMIN ROBERT) (1786-1846: painter). Autobiogra- 
phy. With Introduction and Epilogue by Edmund Blunden (314). 

Hunt (Leicu), Autobiography. With an Introduction by Ed- 
mund Blunden (329). 


| Drama and Poetry 


CONGREVE (WILLIAM). II. The Mourning Bride, Poems and Mis- 
cellanies. Edited with Introduction by Bonamy Dobrée (277). 
RESTORATION TRAGEDIES. Edited by Bonamy Dobrée. DRYDEN’S 
All for Love, oTway’s Venice Preserved, SOUTHERNE’S Oronooko, 
ROWE’S Fair Penitent, ADDISON’s Cato (313). 

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY CoMeEpIES. Edited by AllardyceNicoll (321). 

WILLIAM BLAKE. A Selection. With an Introduction by Basil de 
Sélincourt (324). 

ENGLISH VERSE: Vol. I, CHAUCER to SHAKESPEARE. Chosen and 
Edited by William Peacock (308). 


qi Essays, &c. 
Toustoy. ‘What is Art?’ and essays on Art. Translated by 
L. & A. Maude (331). 


| Fiction 


CoLiins (WILKIzE). The Moonstone. With an Introduction by 
T. S. Eliot (316). 

LYTTON (Lord). The Coming Race, and The Haunters and the 
Haunted. With an Introduction by F. 7. Harvey Darton (327). 

MEINHOLD (J. W.). The Amber Witch. A translation by Lady 
Duff-Gordon (1844), with an Introduction by Prof. J. W. 
Mackail (325). 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY). Doctor Wortle’s School (317). 

More GuHosts AND MARVELS. A Second Selection of Uncanny 
Tales, made by V. H. Collins (323). 

HARTE (Bret). Short Stories (318). 

HAWTHORNE (NATHANIEL). Short Stories (319). 

IRVING (WASHINGTON). Short Stories (320). 

SPANISH SHORT STORIES. Sixteenth Century. Selected, with an 
Introduction, and in part newly translated, by 7. B. Trend (326). 


Politics, &c. 
BaGeHoT (WALTER). The English Constitution. Introduction 
by Earl Balfour (330). 


‘| Religion 
THE Koran. ‘Translated by E. H. Palmer. Introduction by 
Reynold A. Nicholson (328). 
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COMPLETE DIST OF THE SERIES 


"| Anthologies 


ENGLISH Essays, chosen and arranged by W. Peacock (32). 

ENGLISH Essays, 1600-1900, chosen by S. V. Makower and B. H. 
Blackwell (172). 

ENGLISH Essays, MODERN, from ‘MARK RUTHERFORD’ to J. 
MIDDLETON MURRY. Selected by H. S. Milford (280). 

ENGLISH LETTERS (Fifteenth to Nineteenth Centuries), selected by 
M. Duckitt and H. Wragg (192). 

ENGLISH PROSE from MANDEVILLE to RUSKIN, chosen and arranged 
by W. Peacock (45). 

ENGLISH PROSE, chosen and arranged by W. Peacock in 5 volumes : 
I. WYCLIFFE to CLARENDON ; II. MILTON to GRAY; III. waL- 
POLE to LAMB; IV. LANDOR to HOLMES; V. MRS. GASKELL to 
HENRY JAMES (219-23). 

ENGLISH Prose, Narrative, Descriptive, Dramatic (MALORY to 
STEVENSON), compiled by H. A. Treble (204). 

ENGLISH SONGS AND BaLLaDs, compiled by T. W. H. Crosland. 
New edition, with the text revised, and additional poems (13). 

ENGLISH SHORT STORIES (Nineteenth and Twentieth Centuries), 
from SIR WALTER SCOTT to KATHERINE MANSFIELD, selected by 
Hugh Walker and H. S. Milford, with an Introduction (in 
Series I) by Hugh Walker. Three Series (193, 228, 315). 

ENGLISH VERSE, Vol. J. CHAUCER to SHAKESPEARE. Edited by 
W. Peacock (308). 

LETTERS WRITTEN IN WAR Time (Fifteenth to Nineteenth Cen- 
turies), selected and arranged by H. Wragg (202). 

A MISCELLANY OF TRACTS AND PAMPHLETS. Sixteenth to Nine- 
teenth Centuries. Edited by A. C. Ward (304). Among the 
authors are SIMON FISH, KNOX, MILTON, DEFOE, SWIFT, GAY, 
PAINE, WESLEY, NEWMAN, KINGSLEY, and H. G. WELLS. 

PALGRAVE’S GOLDEN Treasury of the best songs and lyrical poems 
in the English language, with 160 pages of additional poems by 
FITZGERALD, TENNYSON, the BROWNINGS, ARNOLD, &c. (133). 


€ Autobiography 


AKSAKOFF (SERGHEI). Trans. by 7. D. Duff. A Russian Gentleman 
(241). Years of Childhood (242). A Russian Schoolboy (261). 

CELLINI (BENVENUTO). Memoirs by himself, translated by 
William Roscoe, with the omitted passages newly restored from 
the Italian text (300). 

CUMBERLAND (RICHARD). Memoirs by himself (322). 

Dg Quincey (Tuomas). Confessions of an Opium-Eater (23). 

FRANKLIN (BENJAMIN). The Autobiography, edited from his 
original manuscript by John Bigelow (250). 
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GIBBON (EpwarpD). Autobiography. Intro. J. B. Bury (139). 

HAYDON (BENJAMIN ROBERT). The Autobiography. Introduc- 
tion and Epilogue by Edmund Blunden (314). 

HoLcrorT (Tuomas). Memoirs, continued by W. Hazlitt (302). 

Hunt (LEIGH). Autobiography. Intro. Edmund Blunden (329). 

MILL (JoHN STUART). Autobiography. Introduction by Harold 
J. Laski (262). 

Moritz (C. P.). Anton Reiser. Introduction by P. E. Matheson 
(299). ‘In form a novel, it is actually the story of the first 
twenty years of Moritz’s own life.’ 

Toistoy. A Confession, and What I believe. ‘Translated by 
Louise and Aylmer Maude (229). 

TRELAWNY (E. J.). Adventures of a Younger Son. Introduction 
by Ethel Colburn Mayne (289). ‘ Though invention enters in, 
there is no doubt that Edward John Trelawny was the “I” of 
the narrative.’ 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY). Autobiography. Introduction by 
Michael Sadleir (239). 


{| Biography 

CARLYLE. The Life of John Sterling. Introduction by W. Hale 
White (‘ Mark Rutherford’) (144). 

Dosson (AUSTIN). Four Frenchwomen: Charlotte Corday, 
Madame Roland, Princess de Lamballe, Madame de Genlis (248). 

EMERSON. Representative Men. (With English Traits) (30). 

FRANCIS OF Assısı (ST.). The Little Flowers ; and The Life of Bro- 
ther Giles. Translated into English verse by James Rhoades (265). 

GASKELL (Mrs.). The Life of Charlotte Brontë. Introduction by 
Clement Shorter (214). 

JOHNSON (SAMUEL). Lives of the Poets. 2 vols. Introduction by 
Arthur Waugh (83, 84). 

Scott (Sır WALTER). Lives of the Novelists. Introduction by 
Austin Dobson (94). 

WALTON (IzAAK). Lives of Donne, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, 
Sanderson. Introduction by George Saintsbury (303). 


S| The ‘ Classics’, Greek and Roman 


AESCHYLUS. The Seven Plays. Translated into English Verse by 
Lewis Campbell (117). 

ARISTOPHANES. The Acharnians, Knights, Birds, and Frogs. 
Translated by 7. Hookham Frere. Introduction by W. W. 
Merry (134). f 

Homer. Translated by Pope. Iliad (18). Odyssey (36). 

SopPHocLEsS. The Seven Plays. Translated into English verse by 
Lewis Campbell (116). 

Vircit. The Aeneid, Georgics, and Eclogues. ‘Translated by 
John Dryden (37). 

The Aeneid, Georgics, and Eclogues. Translated by 

James Rhoades (227). 
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€ Drama 


For AESCHYLUS and ARISTOPHANES see preceding section. 

BROWNING (ROBERT). Poems and Plays, 1833-42. (58). 
[Contents: Pauline, Paracelsus, Strafford, Sordello, Pippa 
Passes, King Victor, and King Charles.] 

CONGREVE (WILLIAM). Complete Works. 2 vols. Introduction by 
Bonamy Dobrée. Vol. I. The Comedies. Vol. II. The Mourn- 
ing Bride, with Letters, Poems, and Miscellanies (276, 277). 

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY, LESSER COMEDIES OF THE. Edited by 
Allardyce Nicoll. The five comedies are ARTHUR MURPHY’S The 
Way to keep him, GEORGE COLMAN’sS The Jealous Wife, MRS. 
INCHBALD’s Everyone has his Fault, THOMAS MORTON’S Speed 
the Plough, and FREDERICK REYNOLDs’s The Dramatist (321). 

GOETHE. Faust. Part I. With maRLowe’s Dr. Faustus. Intro- 
duction by Sir A. W. Ward (133). 

KEATS (JOHN). Poems, including ‘ Otho the Great’ and ‘ King 
Stephen’ (7). 

Martowe. Dr. Faustus. With Goethe’s Faust,.Part I. With 
Introduction by Sir A. W. Ward (135). 

RESTORATION TRAGEDIES. Five Plays, with an Introduction by 
Bonamy Dobrée (313). The five tragedies are DRYDEN’S All for 
Love, oTWay’s Venice Preserved, SOUTHERNE’S Oronooko, 
ROWE'S Fair Penitent, and ADDISON’s Cato. 

SHAKESPEARE. Plays and Poems. Preface by A. C. Swinburne. 
Introductions by Edward Dowden. 9 vols. Comedies. 3 vols. 
(100, 101, 102). Histories and Poems. 3 vols. (103, 104, 105). 
Tragedies. 3 vols. (106, 107, 108). 

SHAKESPEARE, Six Plays by Contemporaries of. DEKKER, The 
Shocmalers Holiday ; WEBSTER, The White Devil; BEAU- 
MONT and FLETCHER, The Knight of the Burning Pestle, and 
Philaster ; WEBSTER, The Duchess of Malfi; MASSINGER, A 
New Way to pay Old Debts. Edited by C. B. Wheeler (199). 

SHELLEY. Selected Poems, including ‘ Prometheus Unbound’ 
and ‘The Cenci’ (187). : 

SHERIDAN. Plays. Introduction by Joseph Knight (79). 

SopHoc.ies. The Seven Plays. -Translated into English Verse by 
Lewis Campbell (116). 

ToLsroy. The Plays. Complete edition, including the posthu- 
mous plays. Translated by Louise and ‘Aylmer Maude (243). 

WELLS (CHARLES). Joseph and His Brethren (143). 


€ Essays and Belles Lettres 


Bacon. The Essays, Civil and Moral (24). 

Brown (Dr. JoHN). Horae Subsecivae. Introduction by Austin 
Dobson (118). 

CaRLYLE. On Heroes and Hero-Worship (62). Past and Present. 
Introduction by G. K. Chesterton (153). Sartor Resartus (19). 


DRAMA. ESSAYS AND BELLES LETTRES 7 


Dosson (AusTIN). At Prior Park, &c. (259). Eighteenth-Century 
Vignettes. Three Series (245-7). Four Frenchwomen (248). 
Old Kensington Palace, &c.(258). A Paladinof Philanthropy, &c. 
(256). Rosalba’s Journal, &c. (260). Side-walk Studies (257). 

EMERSON. English Traits, and Representative Men (30). Essays, 
Two Series (6). Nature, and Miscellanies (236). 

ENnc.isu Essays, chosen and arranged by W. Peacock (32). 

(A Book oF), 1600-1900. Chosen by S. V. Makower and 

B. H. Blackwell (172). 

MoDERN, from ‘ MARK RUTHERFORD ’ to J. MIDDLETON MURRY. 
Selected by H. S. Milford (280). 

ENGLISH PROSE. MANDEVILLE to RUSKIN. Chosen by W. Peacock 
(45). Also a selection in 5 volumes by the same editor; wY- 
CLIFFE to CLARENDON (219); MILTON to GRAY (220); WALPOLE 
to LAMB (221); LANDOR to HOLMES (222); MRS. GASKELL to 
HENRY JAMES (223). 

ENGLISH Prose. Narrative, Descriptive, and Dramatic (MALORY 
to STEVENSON). Compiled by H. A. Treble (204). 

FRrouDE(J.A.). Short Studies on Great Subjects. First Series (269). 

Hazitt (WILLIAM). Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays. Intro- 
duction by Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch (205). The English Comic 
Writers. Introduction by R. B. Johnson (124). Sketches and 
Essays. Essays on Men and Manners (15). Table-Talk (5). 
The Spirit of the Age (57). Winterslow (25). 

Hoimes (OLIVER WENDELL). The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table (61). The Poet at the Breakfast-Table. Introduction by 
Sir W. R. Nicoll (95). The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 
Introduction by Sir W. R. Nicoll (89). 

Horne (R. H.). A New Spirit of the Age. Introduction by W. 
Jerrold (127). 

Hume. Essays (33). 

Hunt (LeicH). Essays and Sketches. Introduction by R. B. 
Johnson (115). The Town. Introduction and Notes by 
Austin Dobson (132). 

IRVING (WASHINGTON). The Sketch Book of Geoffrey Crayon, 
Gent. Introduction by T. Balston (173). 

Lams. Essays of Elia, and The Last Essays of Elia (2). 

LANDOR. Imaginary Conversations. Selected, with Introduction 
by Prof. E. de Sélincourt (196). 

MILTON. Selected Prose. Intro. Malcolm W. Wallace (293). 

MONTAIGNE’S Essays. Florio’s translation. 3 volumes (65, 70, 77). 

REYNOLDS (Sir JosHua). The Discourses, and the Letters to 
‘The Idler’. Introduction by Austin Dobson (149). 

Ruskin. (Ruskin House Editions, by arrangement with Messrs. 
Allen & Unwin, Ltd.). ‘ A Joy for Ever,’ and The Two Paths. 
Illustrated (147). Sesame and Lilies, and Ethics of the Dust 
(145). Time and Tide, and The Crown of Wild Olive (146). 
Unto this Last, and Munera Pulveris (148). 

SMITH (ALEXANDER). Dreamthorp, with Selections from Last 
Leaves. Introduction by Prof. Hugh Walker (200). 
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SMOLLETT. Travels through France and Italy. Introduction by 
T. Seccombe (90). 

STEVENSON (R. L.). Virginibus Puerisque, & Across the Plains (296). 

THACKERAY. The Book of Snobs, &c. (50 

THoreEAU. Walden. Introduction by Tan Watts-Dunton (68). 

Torstoy. Translated by L. & A. Maude. Essays and Letters (46). 
What is Art; and essays on Art (331) 

TRACTS AND PAMPHLETS, from JOHN KNOX to H. G. WELLS (304). 

WHITE (GILBERT). The Natural History of Selborne (22). 


q Fiction (For SHorr STORIES see separate heading.) 


AINSWORTH (W. Harrison). The Tower of London (162). 

AKSAKOFF (SERGHEI). Translated by 7. D. Duff. A Russian 
Gentleman (241). Years of Childhood (242). A Russian 
Schoolboy (261). (These are not fiction, but they have its form.) 

AUSTEN (JANE). Emma. Introduction by E. V. Lucas (129). 

BreTHaM-Epwarps (M.). The Lord of the Harvest. A Suffolk 
Idyll. Introduction by Frederic Harrison (194). 

BLACKMORE(R.D.). Lorna Doone. Intro. Sir Herbert Warren(171). 

Borrow (GEorRGE). Lavengro (66). The Romany Rye (73). 

BRONTE (ANNE). Agnes Grey (141). Tenant of Wildfell Hali (67). 

BRONTE (CHARLOTTE). Jane Eyre (1). Shirley (14). Villette (47). 
The Professor, and the Poems of CHARLOTTE, EMILY, and ANNE 
BRONTË. Introduction by Theodore Watts-Dunton (78). [Life 
of Charlotte Brontë. By Mrs. Gaskell (214).] 

BRONTE (EMILY). Wuthering Heights (10). 

Bunyan. The Pilgrim’s Progress (12). 

Cervantes. Don Quixote. 2 volumes. Translation by Charles 
Jervas. Intro. and notes by ¥. Fitzmaurice-Kelly (130, 131). 
CoBBOLD (Rev. RICHARD). Margaret Catchpole. Introduction 

by Clement Shorter (119). 

CoLiins (WILKIE). The Moonstone. Introduction by T. S. 
Eliot (316). ‘The Woman in White (226). 

CoopPER (J. FENIMORE). The Last of the Mohicans (163). 

DerFor. Captain Singleton. Introduction by T. Watts-Dunton 
(82). Robinson Crusoe. Part I (17). 

Dickens. Barnaby Rudge (286). Christmas Books (307). Edwin 
Drood (263). Great Expectations. 6 Illustrations by Warwick 
Goble (128). Hard Times (264). Old Curiosity Shop (270). 
Oliver Twist. 24 Illustrations by George Cruikshank (8). 
Pickwick Papers. With 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
‘ Phiz’. 2 volumes (120, 121). Tale of Two Cities. With 16 
Illustrations by ‘ Phiz ’. (38). 

DisRAELI (BENJAMIN). Sybil. Intro. by Walter Sichel (291). 

ELior (Georce). Adam Bede (63). Felix Holt the Radical. 
Introduction by Viola Meynell (179). The Mill on the Floss 
(31). Romola. Introduction by Viola Meynell (178). Scenes 
of Clerical Life. Introduction by Annie Matheson (155). Silas 
Marner, &c. Introduction by T. Waits-Dunton (80). 


FICTION 9 


GaLrt (Joun). The Entail. Introduction by John Ayscough (177). 
GASKELL (Mrs.). Introductions by Clement Shorter. Cousin 
Phillis, and Other Tales, &c. (168). Cranford, The Cage at 
Cranford, and The Moorland Cottage (110). ’ Lizzie Leigh, 
The Grey Woman, and Other Tales, &c. (175). Mary Barton 
(86). North and South (154). Right at Last, and Other Tales, 
&c. (203). Round the Sofa (190). Ruth (88). Sylvia’s Lovers 
(156). Wives and Daughters (157). [Life of Chariotte Bronté 


(214).] 

GotpsMiTH. The Vicar of Wakefield (4). 

HAWTHORNE. House of the Seven Gables (273). The Scarlet 
Letter (26). Short Stories (319). 

KINGSLEY (HENRY). Geoffry Hamlyn (271). Ravenshoe (267). 

Le Fanu (J. S.). Uncle Silas. Intro. Montague R. James (306). 

Lesace. Gil Blas. Ed. F. Fitzmaurice-Kelly. 2 volumes (151, 152). 

Lytton. The Coming Race, and The Haunters and the Haunted. 
Introduction by F. J. Harvey Darton (327). 

Harold. With 6 Illustrations by Charles Burton (165). 

MarryaT. Mr. Midshipman Easy (160). 

MEINHOLD (J. WILHELM). The Amber Witch. Introduction by 
J. W. Mackail (325). 

MELVILLE (HERMAN). Moby Dick. Introduction by Viola 
Meynell (225). Typee (274). Omoo (275). White Jacket. 
Introduction by C. van Doren (253). 

Morier (J. J.). Hajji Baba of Ispahan. Introduction and Notes 

yC. W. Stewart, with Map (238). Hajji Baba in England (285). 

Moritz (C. P.). Anton Reiser. Intro. P. E. Matheson (299). 

Peacock (T. L.). Misfortunes of Elphin; and Crotchet Castle. 
Introduction by R. W. Chapman (244). 

Scott. Ivanhoe (29). 

SMOLLETT. Humphrey Clinker. Intro. T. Rice-Oxley (290). 

STERNE. ‘Tristram Shandy (40 

STEVENSON (R. L.). Tce Island (295). Kidnapped; and 
Catriona (297). 

SwiFT. Gulliver’s Travels (20). 

TAYLOR (Meapows). Confessions of a Thug (207). 

THACKERAY. Henry Esmond (28) 

Totstoy. ‘Translated by Louise and Aylmer Maude. Anna 
Karenina. 2 volumes (210, 211). The Cossacks, &c. (208). 
The Kreutzer Sonata, &c.(266). Resurrection (209). Twenty- 
three Tales (72). War and Peace. 3 volumes (233-5). 

TRELAWNY (E. J.). Adventures of a Younger Son. With an 
Introduction by Ethel Colburn Mayne (289). 

TROLLOopPe. Barchester Towers (268). The Belton Estate (251). 
The Claverings. Introduction by G. S. Street (252). Doctor 
Thorne (298). Dr. Wortle’s School (317). Framley Parsonage 
(305). Miss Mackenzie (278). Rachel Ray (279). The Three 
Clerks. Introduction by W. Teignmouth Shore (140). The 
Warden (217). The vices of Bullhampton (272). 

Watts-DUNTON (THEODORE). Aylwin (52). 
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{| History 

Barrow (Sir Joux). The Mutiny of the Bounty. Introduction 
by Admiral Sir Cyprian Bridge (195). 

Buckie. The History of Civilization. 3 volumes (41, 48, 53). 

CARLYLE. The French Revolution. Introduction by C. R. 
Fletcher. 2 volumes (125, 126). 

FrouvE (J. A.). Short Studies on Great Subjects. Series I (269). 

Gisson. Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. With Maps. 
7 volumes (35, 44, 51, 55, 64, 69, 74). 

IRVING (WASHINGTON). Conquest of Granada (150). 

MorTLEY. Rise of the Dutch Republic. 3 volumes (95, 97, 98). 

Prescott (W. H.). The Conquest of Mexico. Introduction by 
Mrs. Alec-Tweedie. 2 volumes (197, 198). 


€ Letters 


BURKE. Letters. Selected, with Introduction, by H.J. Laski (237). 

CONGREVE. Letters, in Volume II. See under Drama (277). 

Cowper. Letters. Selected, with Intro., by E. V. Lucas (138). 

DUFFERIN (Lord). Letters from High Latitudes. Illustrated. 
Introduction by R. W. Macan (158). 

ENGLISH Letters. Fifteenth to Nineteenth Centuries. Selected 
by M. Duckitt and H. Wragg (192). 

Gray (THomas). Letters. Selected by fohn Beresford (283). 

JOHNSON (SAMUEL). Letters. Selected, with Introduction, by 
R. W. Chapman (282). 

LETTERS WRITTEN IN WaR-TIME. Fifteenth to Nineteenth cen- 
turies. Selected and arranged by H. Wragg (202). 

SoOuTHEY. Letters. Selected, with an Introduction, by M. H. 
FitzGerald (169). 

Totstoy. Essays and Letters. Trans. by L. and A. Maude (46). 

WHITE (GILBERT). The Natural History of Selborne (22). 


{| Literary Criticism 

ENGLISH CriTicaL Essays. Selected and edited by Edmund D. 
Jones. 2 volumes. J. Sixteenth to Eighteenth Centuries. II. 
Nineteenth Century (240, 206.) 

Hazuitr (WILLIAM). Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays. Intro- 
duction by Sir A. T. Quiller-Couch (205). Lectures on the 
English Comic Writers. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson 
(124). Lectures on the English Poets (255). The Spirit of the 
Age. (Essays on his contemporaries) (57). 

Horne (R. H.). A New Spirit of the Age. (A successor to the 
preceding). Introduction by Walter Jerrold (127). 

JOHNSON (SAMUEL). Lives of the Poets. 2 volumes. Intro- 
duction by Arthur Waugh (83, 84). 

SHAKESPEARIAN CRITICISM. (Heminge and Condell to Carlyle). 
Selected and Introduced by D. Nichol Smith (212). 


SCIENCE, AND POETRY T 
€ Philosophy and Science 


(For POLITICAL THEORY and RELIGION see separate headings.) 
AURELIUS (Marcus). Thoughts. Translated by John Jackson (60). 
Bacon. The Advancement of Learning, and the New Atlantis. 

Introduction by Professor Case (93). Essays (24). 
CARLYLE. Sartor Resartus (19). 
Darwin. The Origin of Species. With a note by Grant Allen (11). 
Hume (Davip). Essays (33). 
Torsroy. What then must we do? Translated by Louise and 
Aylmer Maude (281). 
WHITE (GILBERT). The Natural History of Selborne (22). 
REYNOLDS (SiR JosHua). Discourses, &c. Intro. A. Dobson (149). 


1| Poetry 
For AESCHYLUS and ARISTOPHANES see ‘ Classics’ on p. 5. 


ARNOLD (MATTHEW). Poems, 1849-67. Introduction by Sir 
A. T. Quiller-Couch (85). 

BaRHAM (RICHARD). The Ingoldsby Legends (9). 

BLAKE (WILLIAM). Selected Poems. Introduction by Basil de 
Sélincourt (324). 

Bron é Sisters, Tue. The Professor, by CHARLOTTE BRONTE, and 
Poems by CHARLOTTE, EMILY, and ANNE BRONTE. Introduction 
by Theodore Watts-Dunton (78). 

BROWNING (ELIZABETH BARRETT). Poems. A Selection (176). 

BROWNING (ROBERT). Poems and Plays, 1833-42 (58). Poems 
1842-64 (137). l 

Burns (ROBERT). Poems (34). Complete and in large type. 

Byron. Poems. A Selection (180). 

CuHaucer. The Works of. 3 volumes. Vol.1(42); Vol. II (56); 
Vol. ITI, containing the whole of the Canterbury Tales (76). 
COLERIDGE. Poems. Introduction by Siz A. T. Quiller-Couch (99). 
CONGREVE (WILLIAM). Complete works in 2 volumes. Intro- 
ductions by Bonamy Dobrée. 1. The Comedies. II. The 
Mourning Bride, Poems, Miscellanies and Letters (276, 277). 

Dosson (AUSTIN). Selected Poems (249). 

ENGLISH SONGS AND BALLaps. Compiled by T. W. H. Crosland. 
New edition, with revised text and additional poems, 1927 (13). 

ENGLISH VERSE. Vol. I. CHAUCER-SHAKESPEARE. Chosen and edited 
by William Peacock (308). The first of a five-volume selection, 
by the editor of the five-volume English Prose in this series. 

Francis or Assisi (ST.). The Little Flowers of St. Francis, and 
The Life of Brother Giles. Translated into English verse by 
James Rhoades (265). 

GoETHE Faust, Part I, with MARLOWE#’s Dr. Faustus. Intro- 
duction by Sir A. W. Ward (135). 

GOLDsMITH. Poems. Introduction by Austin Dobson (123). 

HERBERT (GEORGE). Poems. Introduction by Arthur Waugh (109). 

HERRICK (ROBERT). Poems (16). 

Homer. Translated by Pope. Iliad (18). Odyssey (36). 
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Hoop. Poems. Introduction by Walter Jerrold (87). 

Keats. Poems (7). 

KEBLE. The Christian Year (181). 

LONGFELLow. Evangeline, The Golden Legend, &c. (39). 
Hiawatha. Miles Standish, Tales of a Wayside Inn, &c. (174). 

Macaulay. Lays of Ancient Rome; Ivry; The Armada (27). 

MarLowe. Dr. Faustus; with GOETHE’s Faust. Part I. Intro- 
duction by Sir A. W. Ward (135). 

MILTON. The English Poems (182). 

Morris (WILLIAM). The Defence of Guenevere, Life and Death 
of Jason, and other poems (183). 

NeEkrRassov. Who can be happy and free in Russia? A Poem. 
Trans. by Juliet Soskice (213). 

RossetT1 (CHRISTINA). Goblin Market, The Prince’s Progress, 
and other poems, 1840-69 (184). 

(DANTE GABRIEL). Poems and Translations, 1850-70, with 
the prose story Hand and Soul from the Germ, 1850, and the 
Early Italian Poets, 1861 (185). 

Scott (Str WALTER). Selected Poems (186). 

SHAKESPEARZ. Plays and Poems. Preface by A. C. Swinburne. 
Introductions by Edward Dowden. 9 vclumes. Comedies. 3 
volumes (100, 101, 102). Histories and Poems. 3 volumes 
(103, 104, 105). Tragedies. 3 volumes (106, 107, 108). 

SHELLEY. Poems. A Selection (187). 

SopHocies. The Seven Plays. Translated into English Verse, 
by Lewis Campbell (116). 

TENNYsoN. Selected Poems. Intro. Sir Herbert Warren (3). 

VirGit. The Aeneid, Georgics, and Eclogues. Translated by 
Dryden (37). Translated by James Rhoades (227). 

WELLs (CHARLES). Joseph and his Brethren. A Dramatic Poem. 
Intro. A. C. Swinburne, and Note by T. Watts-Dunton (143). 

WHITMAN. A Selection. Introduction by E. de Sélincourt (218). 

WHITTIER. Poems: A Selection (188). 

WORDSWORTH. Poems: A Selection (189). 


{| Politics, Political Economy, Political Theory 


BAGEHOT (WALTER). The English Constitution. With an Intro- 
duction by Earl Balfour (330). 

Buckie. The History of Civilization. 3 volumes (41, 48, 53). 

Burke (EDMUND). Letters. Selected with an Introduction, by 
Harold J. Laski (237). Works. 6 volumes. Vol. I. A Vin- 
dication of Natural Society ; The Sublime and Beautiful, &c. 
(71). II. The Present Discontents; and Speeches and Letters 
onAmerica(81). III. Speeches on India, &c.(111). IV. Writings 
on France,1790—1 (112). V. Writings on Ireland, &c. (113). VI. 
A Letter toa Noble Lord; and Letters ona Regicide Peace (114). 

CARLYLE. Past and Present. Intro. by G. K. Chesterton (153). 

. ENGLISH SPEECHES, from BURKE to GLADSTONE. Selected and 

edited by E. R. Jones (191). 


POLITICS, RELIGION, ETC. 13 


MACHIAVELLI. The Prince. Translated by Luigi Ricci (43). 

Mit (Joux Stuart). On Liberty, Representative Government, 
and the Subjection of Women. Introduction by Millicent 
Garrett Fawcett (170). 

MILTON (JOHN). Selected Prose. Introduction by Malcolm W. 
Wallace (293). 

Ruskin. (Ruskin House Editions, by arrangement with Messrs. 
Allen & Unwin, Ltd.). < A Joy for Ever,’ and The Two Paths. 
Illustrated (147). Time and Tide, and The Crown of Wild 
Olive (146). Unto this Last, and Munera Pulveris (148). 

SELECTED SPEECHES AND DOCUMENTS ON BRITISH COLONIAL 
Poticy (1763-1917). Ed. A. B. Keith. 2 volumes (215, 216). 

SELECTED SPEECHES AND DOCUMENTS ON INDIAN Po.ricy (1756- 
1921). Edited, with Introduction, by A. B. Keith (231, 232). 

SELECTED SPEECHES ON BRITISH FOREIGN PoLicy (1738-1914). 
Edited by Edgar R. Jones, M.P. (201). 

SMITH (ADAM). The Wealth of Nations. 2 volumes (54, 59). 

TRACTS AND PAMPHLETS, A Miscellany of. Sixteenth to Nine- 
teenth Centuries. Edited by A.C. Ward. Among the authors 
are SIMON FISH, KNOX, MILTON, DEFOE, SWIFT, PAINE, KINGSLEY, 
and H. G. WELLS (304). 


“| Religion 


A Kemps (THomas). Of the Imitation of Christ (49). 

APocRYPHA, THE, in the Revised Version (294). 

AURELIUS (Marcus). Translated by John Jackson (60). 

BuNYAN. The Pilgrim’s Progress (12). 

HERBERT (GEORGE). Poems. Introduction by Arthur Waugh(109). 

Kesre. The Christian Year (181). 

Koran, THE. Translated by E. H. Palmer. Introduction by 
Reynold A. Nicholson (328). 

RosseTT1, CHRISTINA. Poems, 1840-69 (184). 

Torstoy. A Confession, and What I believe. Translated by 
Aylmer Maude (229). What then must we do? Translated, 
with an Introduction, by Aylmer Maude (281). 


{T Short Stories 


CRIME AND DETECTION. Twelve Stories by EDGAR ALLAN POE, 
SIR A. CONAN DOYLE, ARTHUR MORRISON, R. AUSTIN FREEMAN, 
ERNEST BRAMAH, G. K. CHESTERTON, H. C. BAILEY, E. W. HORNUNG, 
and BARRY PAIN. Introduction by E. M. Wrong (301). 

CzecH SHORT STORIES. Translated, with a Preface, by Marie 
Busch and Otto Pick (288). Nine stories, including two by the 
Brothers Capek. 

Dickens. Christmas Books (307). 

ENGLISH SHORT STORIES. First Series. Nineteenth Century: 
SIR WALTER SCOTT to HUBERT CRACKANTHORPE. Selected by 
H. S. Milford. Introduction by Prof. Hugh Walker (193). 
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ENGLISH SHORT STORIES. Second Series. Nineteenth and 
Twentieth Centuries: MARY LAMB to GERALD WARRE CORNISH. 
Selected by H. S. Milford (228). 

Third Series. Nineteenth and Twentieth Centuries: 
HAWTHORNE tOo KATHERINE MANSFIELD. Selected by H. S. 
Milford (313). 

GASKELL (NMirs.). Introductions by Clement Shorter. Cousin 
Phillis, and Other Tales (168). Lizzie Leigh, The Grey 
Woman, and other Tales &c. (175). Right at Last, and other 
Tales, &c. (203). Round the Sofa (190). 

GHOSTS AND MARVELS and MorE GHOSTS AND Marvets. Two 
Selections of Uncanny Tales made by V. H. Collins. Intro- 
duction by Montague R. James in Series I (284, 323). 

HARTE (BRET). Short Stories (318). 

HAWTHORNE. Short Stories (319). 

IRVING (WASHINGTON). Short Stories (320). 

PERSIAN (FROM THE). The Three Dervishes, and Other Stories. 
Translated from MSS. in the Bodleian, by Reuben Levy (254). 

Por (EDGAR ALLAN). Tales of Mystery and Imagination (21). 

PoLisH TALES BY MODERN AUTHORS. Translated by Else C. M. 
Benecke and Marie Busch (230). 

Russian SHORT STORIES. Fifteen stories from PUSHKIN, GOGOL, 
LERMONTOV, TURGENEV, DOSTOEVSKI, GARSHIN, CHEKHOV, 
‘ MAXIM GORKI,’ KUPRIN, and ANDREEV. Chosen and translated 
by A. E. Chamot (287). 

SPANISH SHORT STORIES. Sixteenth Century. Selected, with an 
Introduction, and in part newly translated, by ¥. B. Trend (326). 

Toxrstoy. Twenty-three Tales. Translated by Louise and 
Aylmer Maude (72). 


€ Travel and Topography 


Borrow (GeorceE). The Bible in Spain (75). Wild Wales (224). 
Lavengro (66). Romany Rye (73). 

DUFFERIN (LorpD). Letters from High Latitudes, being some 
account of a voyage in 1856 in the schooner-yacht Foam to 
Iceland, Jan Mayen and Spitzbergen. Introduction by R. W. 
Macan (158). 

FIELDING (HENRY). Journal of a Voyage to Lisbon, &c. Intro- 
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